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ADVERTISEMENT. 

MR. Pope, in his laft illnefs, amufed 
himfelf, amidft the care of his higher 
concerns, in preparing a corrected and complete 
Edition of his Writings a ; and, with his ufual 
delicacy, was even folicitous to prevent any 
fhare of the offence they might occafion, from 
falling on the Friend whom he had engaged to 
give them to the Public b . 

• — " I own the late encroachments upon my con* 
" iHtution make me willing to fee the end of all 
" further care about me or my works. I would reft 
" for the one in a full refignation of my being to 
" be dhpofed of by the Father of all Mercy ; and 
" for the other (though indeed a trifle, yet a trifle 
€€ may be fome example) I would commk them to 
?' the candor of a fenfible and reflecting judge, 
'_' rather than to the malice of every ihort-ughted 
«' and malevolent critic, or inadvertent and cenfo- 
" rious Reader. And no hand can fet them in fo 
•* good a light, &c." Let. cxx. to Mr. W. 

b — " I alfo give and bequeath to the faid Mr. 
u Warburtoa, the property ©f al4 fuck of nly Works 
" already printed as he hath written, ot %i& vu\x% 
4 < Commentaries or Notes upon, *&& :*>&£& Vta»** 
Vol. L a 



ii ADVERTISEMENT. 

In difcharge of this trufly the Public has here 
a complete Edition of his Works ; executed in 
fuch a manner, as, I am perfuaded, would have 
been to his fatisfadtion. 

The Editor hath not, for the fake of profit, 
fuffered the Author's Name to be made cheap 
by a Subfcription ; nor his Works to be de- 
frauded of their due Honours by a vulgar or 
inelegant Impreffion ; . nor his memory to be 
difgraced by any pieces unworthy of his talents 
or virtue. On the contrary, he hath, at a very 
great expence, ornamented this Edition with all 
the advantages which the beft Artifts in Paper, 
Printing, and Sculpture could beftow upon it. 

If the Public hath waited longer than the 
deference due to it fliould have fuffered, it was 
owing to a reafon which the Editor need not 
make a fecret. It was his regard to the family- 
intcrefts of his deceafed Friend. Mr. Pope, at 
his death, left large impreffions of feveral parts 

" not otherwife dupofed of or alienated; and as he 
** lhallpublifh without future alterations." 
— His lafi Will and Teftamenti 



ADVERTISEMENT, iii 

of his Works, unfold ; the property of which 
was adjudged to belong to his Executors ; and 
the Editor was willing they mould have time 
*o difpofe of them to the bcft advantage, be- 
fore the publication of this Edition (which hath 
been long prepared) fhould put a flop to the 
"fale. 

But it may be proper to be a little more par- 
ticular concerning the fuperioritycf this Edition 
above all the preceding ; fo far as Mr. Pope 
himfelf was concerned. What the Editor hath 
done, the Reader muft colleft for himfelf. 

The first Volume, snd the original poems 
in the second, are here printed from a copy 
corre&ed throughout by the Author himfelf, 
even to the very preface : Which, with feveral 
additional notes in his own hand, he delivered 
to the Editor a little before his death. The 
Juvenile tranflations, in the other part of the 
second Volume, it was never his intention to 
bring into this Edition of his Works, on ac- 
count of the levity of fome, the freedom of 
others, and the little importance of any. But 
thefc being the property brother men, the Edi- 
a 2 
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tor had it not in his power to follow the Au- 
thor's intention. 

The third Volume, all but the Ejfay on 
Man (which, together with the Ejfay on Criti- 
cifm> the Author, a little before his death, had 
corrected and publifhed in Quarto, as a fpeci- 
men of his proje&ed Edition) was printed by 
him in his laft illnefs (but never publifhed) in 
the manner it is now given. The ^ifpofition 
of the Epiftle on the CharaSfers of Men is quite 
altered : that on the Cbarafters of Women y much 
enlarged ; and the EpiJiUs on Riches and Tajie 
corrected and improved. To thefe advantages 
of the third Volume, muft be added a great 
number of fine verfes taken from the Author's 
Manufcript-copiea of thefe poems, communi- 
cated by him for this purpofe to the Editor. 
Thefe, when he firft publiflied the poems, to- 
which they belong, he thought proper, for va- 
rious reafons, to omit. Some from the Manu- 
fcript-copy of the Ejfay on Man, which tended 
to difcredit fate, and to recommend the moral 
government of God, had, by the Editor's advice^ 
been reftored to their places itv the laft Edition 
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of that Poem. The reft, together with others 
of the like fort from his Manufcript-copy of 
the other Ethic Epifiles, are here inferted at the 
bottom of the page, under the title of Variations. 

The fourth Volume contains the Satires; 
with their Prologue, the EpijUe to Dr. Arbuth- 
noti and Epilogue, the two poems intitled, 
mdcc xxxviii. The Prologue and Epilogue 
are here given with the like advantages as the 
Ethic Epiftles in the foregoing Volume, that is 
to fay, with the Variations, or additional verfes 
from the Author's Manufcripts. The Epilogue 
to the Satires is likewife inriched with many 
and large notes now firft printed from the Au- 
thor's own Manufcript. 

The fifth Volume contains a corre&er and 
completer Edition of the Dunciad than hath 
been hitherto publifhed ; of which, at prefent 
I have only this further to add, That it was at 
my requeft he laid the plan of a fourth Book. 
I often told him, It was pity fo fine a poem 
fhould remain difgraced by the meannefs of its 
fubjeft, the moft inftgnificant of all Dunces, 
bad Rhymers and malevolent Cavillers ; That 
a 3 % 
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he ought to raife and enoble it by pointing his 
Satire againft the mod pernicious of all, Minute- 
philofophers and Free-thinkers. I imagined, 
too, it was for the interefts of Religion to have 
it known, that fo great a Genius had a due 
abhorrence of thefe pefts of Virtue and Society. 
He came readily into my opinion ; but, at the 
fame time, told me it would create him many 
Enemies. He was not miftaken. For tho' the 
terror of his pen kept them for fome time in 
refpeS, yet on his death they rofe with unre- 
strained fury in numerous Coffee- houfe tales, 
and Grub-ftreet libels. The plan of this ad- 
mirable Satire was artfully contrived to (hew, 
that the follies and defe&s of a fafhionable 
Education naturally led to, and ne- 
ceffarily ended in. Free-thinking; 
with defign to point out the only remedy ade- 
quate to fo fatal an evil. It was to advance 
the fame ends of virtue and religion, that the 
Editor prevailed on him to alter every thing in 
his moral writings that might be fufpe&ed of 
having the lead glance towards Fate or Natu- 
ralism - 9 and to add what was proper to con- 
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vince the world that he was warmly on the 
fide of moral Government and a revealed Will* 
And it would be injuftice to his memory not to 
declare that he embraced thefe occafions with 
the moft unfeigned pleafure. 

The sixth Volume confifts of Mr. Pope's 
mifcellaneous pieces in verfe and profe. Amongft 
the Verfe feveral fine poems make now their 
firft appearance in his Works. And of the 
Profe, all that is good, and nothing but what 
is exquifitely fo, will be found in this Edition. 

The SEVENTH, EJGHTH, and NINTH Vo? 

lumes confift entirely of his Letters, TJie more 
valuable, as they are the only true models which 
we, or perhaps any of our neighbours have, of 
familiar Epiflles. This collection is now made 
more complete by the addition of feveral new 
pieces. Yet, excepting a fliort explanatory 
letter to Col. M. and the Letters to Mr. A. 
and Mr. W. (the latter of which are given to 
fhew the Editor's inducements, and the engage- 
ments he was under, to intend the care of this 
Edition) excepting thefe, I fay, the reft are all 
hers publifhed from the Author's own printed, 
* 4 
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though not published, copies delivered to the 
Editor. 

On the whole, the Advantages of this Edition, 
above the preceding, are thefe, That it is the 
firft complere colle&ion which has ever been 
, made of his original Writings 5 That all his 
principal poems, of early or later date, are 
here given to the Public with his laft correftions 
and improvements 5 That a great number of 
his verfes are here firft printed from the Manu- 
fcript-copies of his principal poems of later date; 
That many new notes of the Author's are here 
added to his Poems; and laftly, that feveral 
pieces, both in profe and verfe, make now their 
firft appearance before the Public. 

The Author's life deferves a juft Volume ;' 
and the Editor intends .t&give it. For to have 
been one of the firft'.. Poc.ts in the world is 
,but his fecond praife. He was in a higher Clafs. 
JHe was one of the nobleji works of God. He 
was an honeft Man*. A Man who alone pof- 

• " A wit's a feather, and a chief's a rod, 
" An h'oneft Man's thenobleft work of God. 
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felled more real Virtue than, in very corrupt 
times, needing a Satirift like him, will fome- 
times fall to the {hare of multitudes. In this 
hiftory of his life, will be contained a large ac- 
count of his writings ; a critique on the nature, 
force, and extent of his genius, exemplified from 
thefe writings ; and a vindication of his moral 
character exemplified by his more diftinguifhed 
virtues ; his filial piety, his difinterefted friend- 
fliips, his reverence for the conftitution of his 
country, his love and admiration of virtue, 
and, (what was the neceffary efieft) his hatred 
and contempt of vice, his extenfive charity to 
the indigent, his warm benevolence to man- 
Kind, his fupreme veneration of the Deity, 
and, above all, his fincere belief of Revelation. 
Nor fliall his faults be Concealed. It is not for 
the interefts of his Virtues that they fhould. 
Nor indeed could they be concealed, if we were 
fo minded, for they /bine thro* his Virtues; no 
man being more a dupe to the fpecious appear- 
ances of Virtue in others. In a word, 1 mean 
not to be his Panegyrift but his Hiftorian. And 
•may I, when Envy and Calumny ukt Xh* focon 
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advantage of my abfence (for, while I live, I 
will freely, truft it to my Life to confute them) 
may I find a friend as careful of my honefr fame 
as 1 have been of His ! Together with his 
Works, he hath bequeathed me his Dunces* 
So that as the property is transferred, I could 
wife they would now let his memory alone. 
The veil which Death draws over the Good is fp 
facred, that to throw dirt upon the Shrine fcan- 
dalizes even Barbarians. And though Rome 
permitted her Slaves to caluminate her beft 
Citizens on the day of Triumph, yet the fame 
petulancy at their Funeral would have been re- 
warded with execration and a gibbet. The 
Public may be malicious : but is rarely vin- 
dictive or ungenerous. It would abhor thefe 
infults on a writer dead, tho' it had borne with 
the ribaldry, or even fet the ribalds on work, 
when he was alive. And in this there was no 
great harm: for he muft have a ft range im po- 
tency of mind whom fuch miferable fcriblers 
can ruffle. Of all that grofs Beotian phalanx 
who have written fcurriloufly againft me, I 
know not fo much as one whom a writer of 
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reputation would not wifh to have his enemy, 
or whom a man of honour would not be afliamed 
to own for his friend. I am indeed but (lightly 
converfant in their works, and know little 
of the particulars of their defamation. To my 
Authorfhip they are heartily welcome. But if 
any of them have been fo abandoned by Truth 
as to attack my moral character in any inftance 
whatfoever, to all and every one of thefe, and 
their abettors, I give the lye in form, and in 
the words of honeft Father Valerian, Mentiris 

IMPUDENTISSIME. 
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PREFACE. 



IAm inclined to think that both the writers of 
books, and the readers of them, are generally 
not a little unreafonable in their expectations. The 
firft feem to fancy that the world muft approve 
whatever they produce, and the latter to imagine 
that authors are obliged to pleafe them at any rate. 
Methinks, as on the one hand, no lingle man is 
born with a right of controuling the opinions of all 
the reft ; fo on the other, the world has no title to 
demand, that the whole care and time of any par- 
ticular perfon mould be facrificed to its entertain- 
ment. Therefore I cannot but believe that writers 
and readers are under equal obligations, for as much 
fame, or pleafure, as each affords the other. 

Every one acknowledges, it would be a wild no- 
tion to expe& perfection in any work of man : and 
yet one would think the contrary was taken for 
granted, by the judgment commonly paft upon 
Poems. A Critic fuppofes he has done his part, if 
he proves a writer to have failed in an expreffion, 
or erred in any particular point : and can it then be 
wondered at, if the Poets in general feem refolved 
not to own themfelves in any error \ ¥ot *& Vswg* 
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as one fide will make no allowances, the other will 
be brought to no acknowledgments «. 

I am afraid this extreme zeal on both fides is ill- 
placed; Poetry and Criticifm being by no means 
the univerfal concern of the world, but only th« 
affair of idle men who write in their clofets, and 0] 
idle men who read there. 

Yet fure upon the whole, a bad Author deferve: 
better ufage than a bad Critic : for a Writer's en 
deavour, for the mofl part, is to pleafe his Readers 
and he fails merely through the misfortune of aj 
ill judgment ; but fuch a Critic's is to put them ou 
of humour ; a defign he could never go upon with 
out both that and an ill temper. 

I think a good deal may be faid to extenuate th 
fault of bad Poets. What we call a Genius, : 
hard to be diftinguifhed by a man himfelf, from 
ftrong inclination : and if his genius be ever i 
great, he cannot at firft difcover it any other waj 
than by giving way to that prevalent propenfn 
which renders him the more liable to be miftakei 
The only method he has, is to make the exper 
ment by writing, and appealing to the judgmei 
of others : now if he happens to write ill (which 

a In the former editions it was thus-— For at long as one J\ 
dtfpifes a well meant endeavour, the other twill nothefatisfiedta 
a moderate approbation. —But the Author altered it, as th< 
words were rather a confequence from die conclufion he woi 
draw, than the conclufion itfelf, which he hat bow in&rted. 

I 
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certainly no fin in itfclf ) he is immediately made an 
object of ridicule. I wifli we had die humanity to 
reflect that even the worft authors might, in their 
endeavour to pleafe us, deferve femething at our 
hands. We have no caufe to quarrel with them but 
for tjieir obftinacy in perfifting to write ; and this 
too may admit of alleviating circumftances. Their 
particular friends may be either ignorant, or infm- 
cere ; and the reft of tjie world in general is too well 
bred to fhock them with a truth, which generally 
their Bookfellers are the firft that inform them of. 
This happens not till they have fpent too much 
of their time, to apply to any profeffion which 
. might better fit their talents ; and till fuch talents as 
they have are fo far difcredited as to be but of fmall 
fervice.to them. For (what is the hardeft cafe ima- 
ginable) the reputation of a man generally depends 
upon the firft fteps he makes in the world ; and people 
will eftabliih their opinion of us, from what we do at 
that feafon when we have leaft judgment to direct us. 

On the other hand, a good Poet no fooner com- 
municates his works with the famedefire of informa- 
tion, but it is imagined he is a vain young creature 
given up to the ambition of fame ; when perhaps 
the poor man is all the while trembling with the fear 
of being ridiculous. If he is made to hope he may 
pleafe the world, he falls under very unlucky circum- 
ftances : for, from the moment he £iinta, \& mw^ 

Vol. J. b 
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expe& to hear no more truth, than if he were ; 
Prince, br a Beauty. If he has not very good fenf 
(and indeed there are twenty men of wit, for on< 
man of fenfe) his living thus in a courfe of flatter] 
may put him in no fmall danger of becoming a Cox 
comb : if he has, he will confequently havefo mud 
diffidence as not to reap any great fatisfaction fron 
his praife ; fince, if it be given to his face, it cai 
fcarce be diftinguinYd from flattery, and if in hi 
abfence, it is hard to be certain of it. Were he fur- 
to be commended by the beft and moll knowing, hi 
is as fiire of being envied by the worft and mof 
ignorant, which are the majority ; for it is with i 
line Genius as with a fine fafhion, all thofe are dif 
pleafed at it who are not able to follow it : and i: 
is to be feared that efteem will feldom do any mar 
fo much good, as ill-will does him harm. The* 
there is a third clafs of people who make the largefl 
•part of mankind, thofe of ordinary or indiffereni 
capacities; and thefe (to a man) will hate, or fufped 
him : a hundred honeft Gentlemen will dread him zx 
a Wit, and a hundred innocent women as a Satirift 
In a word, whatever be his fate in Poetry, it is ter 
to one but he muft give up all the reafonable aim: 
of life for it. There are indeed fome advantage; 
accruing from a Genius to Poetry, and they are al 
I can think of: the agreeable power of felf-amufe- 
ment when a man is idle or alone ; the privilege c4 
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being admitted into the belt company ; and the free- 
dom of faying as many carelefs things as other peo- 
ple, without being fo feverely remarked upon. 

I believe, if any one, early in his life, fhould con- 
template the dangerous fate of authors, he would 
fcarce be of their number on any confideration. The 
life of a Wit is a warfare upon earth ; and the pre- 
fent fpirit of the learned world is fuch, that to at- 
tempt to ferve it {any way) one mull have the con- 
ffcancy of a martyr, and a refolution to fuffer for its 
fake. I could wifh people would believe, what I 
am pretty certain they will not, that I have been 
much lefs concerned about Fame than I durft de- 
clare till this occafion, when methinks I fhould find 
more credit than I could heretofore : fince my writ- 
ings have had their fate already, and it is too late to 
think of prepoueffing the reader in their favour. I 
would plead it as fome merit in me, that the world 
has never been prepared for thefe Trifles by Prefaces, 
biaffed by recommendations, dazzled with the names 
of great Patrons, wheedled with: fine reafons and 
pretences, or troubled with excufes. J confefs it 
was want of confideration that made me an author ; 
I writ becaufe it amufed me ; I corre&ed becaufe it 
was as pleafant. tome to correct as to write ; and I 
published becaufe I was told I might pleafe fuch as 
it was a credit ,- to. pleafe. To what degree I have 
N ^onq this, I am really ignorant j I had too nuicK 

■■•■■■■- 'b2'"" 
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fondne&for nay productions to judge of them at firft, 
and too much judgment to be pleafed with them at 
laft. But I have reafon to think they can have no 
reputation which will continue long, or which de- 
serves to do ib : for they have always fallen ihort 
.not only of what I read of others, but even of my 
own Ideas of Poetry. 

If any one ihould imagine I am not in earneft, I 
deiire him to reflect, that the Ancients (to fay the 
leaft of them) had as mucluGeiuus as we : and that 
to take more pains, and employ more time, cannot 
fail to produce more complejte pieces. They con- 
ibntly apply'd themfelves not only to that art, but 
4o that tingle branch of an art, to which their talent 
was moft powerfully bent ; and it was the bufinefs of 
their lives to correal and finHh their works -for Po- 
fierity. If we can pretend to .have ufed the fame 
induftry, let us<expe& the fame immortality : Tho* 
if we took the fame care, we ihould dill lie under 
a farther misfortune : they writ in languages that 
^became univerfal and everlafting, while ours are 
extremely limited both in extent and in duration. 
A mighty foundation for our pride ! when the utmoft 
we can hppe, is but to be read in one Ifland, and 
to be thrown afide at the end of one Age. 

All that is left us is to recommend our productions 
by the imitation of the Ancients : and it will be found 
true, that, in every age, the higheft character for 
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fenfe and learning has been obtain'd by thofe who 
have been molt indebted to them. For, to fay truth, 
whatever is very good fenfe, muft have been com- 
mon fenfe in all times ; and what we call Learning, 
is but the knowledge of the fenfe of our predeceffors. 
Therefore they who fay our thoughts are not our 
own, becaufe they refemble the Ancients, may as 
well fay our faces are not our own, becaufe they 
are like our Fathers : And indeed it is very unrea- 
sonable, that people mould expett us to be Scholars-, 
and yet be angry to find us fo. 

I fairly confefs that I have ferv'd myfelf all I 
could by reading ; that I made ufe of the judgment 
of authors dead and living ; that I dmitted no means 
in my power to be inform'd of my errors, both by 
my friends and enemies : But the true reafon thefe 
pieces are not more correct, is owing to the confi- 
deration how fhort a time they, and I, have to live : 
One may be afhamed to confume half one's days in 
bringing fenfe and rhyme together ; and what Critic 
can be fo unreasonable, as not to leave a man time 
enough for any more ferious employment, or more 
agreeable amufement ? 

The only plea I (hall ufe for the favour of the 
public, is, that I have as great a refpedl for it, as 
mod authors have for themfelves ; and that I have 
facrificed much of my own felf-love for tafckfe, va. 
preventing not only ittahy mean thing* ftom fe£\^ 

b 3 



vm PREFACE, 

the light, but many which I thought tolerable. I 
would not be like thofe Authors, who forgive them- 
selves fome particular lines for the fake of a whole 
Poem, and vice verfa a whole Poem for the fake of 
fome particular lines. I believe no one qualification 
is fo likely to make a good writer, as the power of 
rejecting his own thoughts -, and it mull be this (if 
any thing) that can give me a chance to be one. 
For what I have publifhed, I can only hope to be 
pardon'd ; but for what I have burn'd, I deferve to 
be prais'd. On this account the world is under fome 
obligation to me, and owes me the juftice in return, 
to look upon no verfes as mine that are not inferted 
in this collection. And perhaps nothing could make 
it worth my while to own what are really fo, but to 
avoid the imputation of fo many dull and immoral 
things, as partly by malice, and partly by ignorance, 
have been afcribed to me. I muft further acquit 
myfclfof the preemption of having lent my name 
to recommend any Mifcellanies, or Works of other 
men ; a thing I never thought becoming a perfon 
who has hardly credit enough to anfwer for his own. 

In this office of collecting my pieces, I am alto- 
gether uncertain, whether to look upon myfelf as a 
man building a monument, or burying the dead. 

If Time fhallmake it the former, may thefe Poems 
(as long as they laft) remain as a teflimony, that their 
Author never made his talents fubfervient to the 
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mean and unworthy ends of Party or Self-interell j 
the gratification of public prejudices, or private paf- 
fions ; the flattery of the undeferving, or the infult of 
the unfortunate. If I have written well, let it be 
coniider'd that 'tis what no man can do without good 
fenie, a quality that not only renders one capable of 
being a good writer, but a good man. And if I 
have made any acquifition in the opinion of any one 
under the notion of the former, let it be continued to 
me under no other title than that of the latter. 

But if this publication be only a more folemn 
funeral of my remains, I defire it may be known 
that I die in charity, and in my fenfes ; without any 
murmurs againft the jultice of this age, or any mad 
appeals to pofrerity. I declare I mail think the world 
in the right, and quietly fubmit to every truth which 
tfme mall difcover to the prejudice of thefe writings ; 
not; fo much as wifhing fo irrational a thing, as that 
every body mould be deceived merely for my credit. 
However, I defire it may then be confidered, That 
there are very few things in this collection which 
were not written under the age of five and twenty : 
fo that my youth may be made (as it never fails to 
be in Executions) a cafe of companion. That I 
was never fo concerned about my works as to viriV 
dicate them in print, believing, if any thing wa*s 
good, it would defend itfelf, and what was bad could 
never be defended. That I ufed no artifice to taife 

b 4 
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or continue a reputation, depreciated no dead authof 
I was obliged to, bribed no living one with unjuft 
praife, infulted no adverfary with ill language ; or 
when I could not attack a Rival's works, encouraged 
reports againft his Morals. To conclude, if this 
volume perifh, let it ferve as a warning to the Critics, 
not to take too much pains for the future to deftroy 
fuch things as will die of themfelves ; and a Me- 
mento mori to fome of my vain cotemp oraries the 
Poets, to teach them that, when real merit is want- 
ing, it avails nothing to have been encouraged by 
the great, commended by the eminent, and favoured 
by the public in general. 

Nov. 10, 1 71 6. 



Variations in the Author's Manufcript 
Preface. 

AFTER pag. v. 1. 3. it followed thus-For 
my part, I confefs, had I feen things in this 
view, ■ at firft, the public had never been troubled 
either with my writings, or with this apology for 
them. I am fenfible how difficult it is to fpeak of 
ones felf with decency : but when a man muft fpeak 
of himfelf, the beft way is to fpeak truth of himfelf, 
or, he may depend upon it, others will do it for him. 
2 
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Til therefore make this Preface a general confeflion 
of all my thoughts of my own Poetry, refolvihg with 
the fame freedom to expofe myfelf, as it is ih the 
power of any other to expofe them. In the firft 
place, I thank God and nature j that I was born 
with a love to poetry ; for nothing Wore conduces to 
fill up all the intervals of bur time, or, if rightly 
ttfdd, to niake the whole courfe of life entertaining : 
Cantantes licet ufque (minus via lxdet.) 'Tis a vaft 
happinefs to poffefs the pleafiires of the head, the 
only pleafures in which a man is furncient to himfelfj 
and the only part of him which, tb his fatisfa&ion, 
he can employ all day long. The Mufes are amicae 
omnium horarum ; and, like our gay acquaintance, 
the beft company in the world as long as one ex- 
pects no real fervice from them. I confefs there was 
a time when I was in love with myfelf, and my firft 
productions were the children of felf-love upon inno- 
cence. I had made an Epic Poem, and Panegyrics 
on all the Princes ih Europe, and thought myfelf 
the greateft genius that ever was. I can't but regret 
thofe delightful vifions cf my childhood, which, like 
the fine colours we fee when our eyes are fhut, 1u*e 
.vanished for ever. Many trials and fad experience 
have fo undeceived me by degrees, that I am utterly 
at a lofs at what rate to value myfelf. As for fame 
I (hall be glad of any I can get, and not repine at 
any I mifs ; and as for vanity, I \iavs «tfyo^> \» 
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keep me from hanging myfelf, or even from wifliing 
thofe hanged who would take it away. It was this 
that made me write. The fenfe of my faults made 
me correel : befides that it was as pleafant to me to 
correct as to write. 

At p. vii. 1. ii. In the firft place I own that I 
have ufed my beft endeavours to the finifhing thefe 
pieces. That I made what advantage I could of 
the judgment of authors dead and living ; and that 
I omitted no means in my power to be informed of 
xny errors by my friends and my enemies. And 
that I expeel: no favour on account of my youth, 
bufinefs, want of health, or any fuch idle excufes. 
But the true reafon they are not yet more correct is 
owing to the confideration how fhort a time they, 
and I, have to live. A man that can expect but 
fixty years may be aftiamed to employ thirty in 
meafuring fyllables and bringing fenfe and rhyme 
together. We fpend our youth in purfuit of riches 
or fame, in hopes to enjoy them when we are old ; 
and when we are old, we find it is too late to enjoy 
any thing. I therefore hope the Wits will pardon 
me ; if I referve fome of my time to fave my foul ; 
and that fome wife men will be of my opinion, even 
if I mould think a part of it better fpent in the en- 
joyments of life than in pleafing the critics. 
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On Mr. POPE and his Poems> 

By His Grace 

JOHN SHEFFIELD, 

Duke of Buckingham. 



WITH Age decay'd, with Courts and bus'nefs 
tir-d, 
Caring for nothing but what Eafe requir'd ; 
Too dully ferious for the Mufe's fport, 
And from the Critics fafe arriv'd in Port ; 
I little thought of launching forth agen, j 

Amidft adventurous Rovers of the Pen ; 
.And after fo much undeferv'd fuccefs, . 
Thus hazarding at lad to make it lefs. 

Encomiums fuit not this cenforious time, 
Itfelf a Subject for fatiric rhyme ; 10 

Ignorance honour'd, Wit and Worth defam'd, 
Folly triumphant, and ev'n Homer blam'd ! 

But to this Genius, join'd with fo much Art, 
Such various Learning mix'd in ev'ry part, 
Poets are bound a loud applaufe to pay ; \^ 

Apollo bids It, and they mr.lt obey* 
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And yet fo wonderful, fublime a thing, 
As the great Iliad, fcarce could make me iing j 
Except I juftly could at once commend 
A good Companion, and as firm a friend. 
One ritoral, or a mere well-natur'd deed 
Caji all defert in Sciences exceed. 

Tis great delight to laugh at fome mens ways, 
But a much greater to give Merit praife. 



To Mr. P O P E, on his Pajlorah. 

IN thefe ifiore dull, as more cenforious days, 
When few dare give, and fewer merit praife, 
A Mufe fincere, that never Flatt'ry knew,' 
Pays what t6 friend/hip and defert is due. 
Young, yet judicious; in your verfe are fouttd 
Arturength'nitfg Nature, Senfe improv'd by Sdtin 
Unlike thofe Wits, whofe numbers glide along 
So fmooth, no thought e'er interrupts the fong : 
Laboriously enervate they appear, 
And write not to the head, but to the ear : 1 

Our minds unniov'd and unconcern'd they lull, 
And are at beft moil mufically dull : 
So purling dreams with even murmurs creep, 
AndhuQi the heavy hearers into ftwp. 
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As fmootheft fpeech is moft deceitful found, 1 5 

The fmoothefl numbers oft are empty found. 
But Wit and Judgment join at once in you, 
Sprightly as Youth, as Age cpnfummate too : 
Your Arams are regularly bold, and pjeafe 
Witji un&rc'd care, and nnaffe&ed eafe, 20 
With proper thoughts, and lively images : 
Such as by Nature to- the Ancients ihewn, 
fancy improves, and judgment makes your own : 
For great mens fafhions to be follow'd are, 
AldnQ'-difgraceM "ids their .clothes Jtojy.eaL . 25 
Some in a polifiYd ffyle write Paftoral, 
Arcadia (peaks the language of the fylalL 
Like fome fair Shepherdefs, the Sylvan Mufe, 
Should wear thofe flow'rs her native fields produce ; 
And the true meafure of the (hepherd's wit 30 

Should, like his garb, be for the Country fit : 
Yet muft his pure and unaffeded thought 
More nicely than the common .fwain's be wrought. 
So, with becoming art, the Players dipfs 
In filks the (hepherd, and the (hepherdefs ; 35 

Yet ftill unchang'd the form and mode remain, 
Shap'd like the homely ruflet of the fwaia. 
Your rami Mufe appears to jufHfy 
The long loft graces of Simplicity: 
So rural -beauties captivate our fenfe 4$ 

With Virgin- charms, and native excellence. 
Yet long her Modefty thofe charms .conceal'd, 
•Till by ©ens Envy to the wodd mrc^'d-. 
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For Wits indubious to their trouble feem, 
And needs will envy what they muft efteem. • 4$ 
Live and enjoy their fpite ! nor mourn that fate, 
Which would, if Virgil liv'd, on Virgil wait ; 
Whofe Mufe did once, like thine, in plains delight; 
Thine fhall, like his, foon take a higher flight ; 
So Larks, which firft from lowly fields arife, eo 
Mount by degrees, and reach at laft the ikies. 

W. WYCHERLEY. 



To Mr. P O P E, on his Windfor-ForeJI. 

HAIL, facred Bard ! a Mufe unknown before 
Salutes thee from the bleak Atlantic more. 
To our dark world thy fhining page is lhown, 
And Windfor's gay retreat becomes our own. 
The Eaftern pomp had juft befpoke our care, 5 

And India pour'd her gaudy treafures here : 
A various fpoil adorn'd our naked land, 
The pride of Perfia glitter'd on our ftrand, 
And China's Earth was caft on common fand : 
Tofs'd up and down the glofly fragments lay, . 10 
And drefs'd the rocky fhelves, and pav'd the painted 

bay. 
Thy treafures next arriv'd : and now we boaft . 
A nobler cargo on our barren coaft; ..:... 
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From thy luxuriant Foreft we receive 

More lafting glories than the Baft can give. i $ 

Where- e'er we dip in thy delightful page, 
What pompous fcenes our bufy thoughts engage ! 
The pompous fcenes in all their pride appear, 
Frefh in the page, as in the grove they were. 
Nor half fo true the fair Lodonafhows 20 

The fylvan ftate that on her border grows, 
While {he the wond'ring (hepherd entertains 
With a new Windfor in her wat'ry plains ; 
Thy jufter lays the lucid wave furpafs, 
The living fcene is in the Mufe's glafs. 25 

Nor fwceter notes the echoing Forefts chear, 
When Philomela fits and warbles there, 
Than when you fing the greens and op'ning glades, 
And give us Harmony as well as Shades : 
A Titian's hand might draw the grove, but you 30 
Can paint the grove, and add the Mufic too. 

With vaft variety thy pages mine ; 
A itew creation ftarts in evYy line. 
How fudden trees rife to the reader's fight; 
And make a doubtful fcene of fhade and light,; 
And give at once the day, at once the night I 
And here again what fweet confofion reigns, 
In dreary deferts mix'd with painted plains ! 
And fee ! the deferts caft a pleafing gloom, 
And fhrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom : 40 
Whilft fruitful crops rife by their barren fide, 
And bearded groves diiplay their annual ipc\&&. 
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Happy the man, who firings his tuneful lyre 
Where woods, and brooks, and breatfripg field 

fpirej 
Thrice happy you I and worthy bell to dwell 
Amidtt the rural joys you fing {6 well. 
I in a cold, and in a barren clime, 
Cold as my thought, and barren as my rhyme, 
Here on {lie M^eftern beach attempt to chime. 
O joylcfs flood ! O rough tempeftuous main 1 
Border'd with weeds, and folitudes obfcenc I 

Snatch me, ye Gods ! from thefe Atlantic fh 
And fhelter mc in Windfors fragrant bow'rs ; 
Or to my much-lov'd 1fii > walks convey, 
And on her flow'ry banks for ever lay. 
Thence let me yiew the venerable fcene, 
The awful iome, the groves eternal green : 
Where facred Hough long found his fam'd retrc 
And brough«he Mufes to the fvlyan feat, 
Reformed the wits, unlocked the Claffic ilore, 
And majle that J$ufic which was noife before. 
There with illuftripus Bards I fpent my days, 
frJor free from cenjyre, nor unknown tp praife 
Enjoy *d the blejEyngs that his reign beltow'd, 
Nor envy'd Whrifir in die foft abode. 
The golden minutes fmopthly dane'd away, 
And tuneful Bards b.eguird the tedious day : 
They fung, npjr fung in vain, with numbers fir 
That Jfefv Jwgbt, gr Ad4*f*n infpir'd. 
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I effay'd to touch the trembling firing : 70 
could hear them, and not attempt to fing ? 

mz'd from thefe dreams by thy commanding 

Ibrain, 
and wander thro' the field or plain ; 

by thy Mufe from fport to fport I run, 

c the ftretch'd Line or hear the thundVing gun. 
how I melt with pity, when I fpy ' 76 

he cold earth the flutt'ring Pheafant lie ; 

gaudy robes in dazling lines appear, 

ev'ry feather mines and varies there. 

can I pafs the gen'rous courfer by, 80 • 

ivhile the prancing fteed allures my eye, V 

tarts, he's gone ! and now I fee him fly J 
hills and dales, and now I lofe the courfe, 
can the rapid fight purfue the flying horfe. 

could thy Virgil from his orb look down, 85 

1 view a courfer that might match his own ! 

1 with the fport, and eager for the chace, 

nas murmurs flop me in the race. 

can refute Lodonas melting tale ? 
foft complaint ihall over time prevail; 90 
T^le be told, when fhades forfake her fhore, 
Nymph be fung, when (he can flow no more. 

Jar fhall thy fong, old Thames ! forbear to fhine, 

once the fubjeft and the fong divine. 

ce, fung by thee, fhall pleafe ev'n Britons more 

laall their fhouts for Victory before, <£ 



[ xx] 
Oh ! could Britannia imitate thy (beam, 
The World mould tremble at her awful name : 
From various fprings divided waters glide, 
In different colours roll a different tide, ic 

Murmur along their crooked banks a -while, 
At once they murmur and enrich the Ifle ; 
A-while diftinft thro' many channels run, 
But meet at laft, and fweetly flow in one ; 
There joy to lofe their long-diftinguifh'd names, i c 
And make one glorious, and immortal Thames. 

FR. KNAP] 



To Mr. P O P E. 

In Imitation of a Greek Epigram on Homer, 

WH £ N Pbalus, and the nine harmoniot 
maids, 
Of old aflembled in the Tbefpian (hades ; 
What theme, they cry'd, what high immortal air, 
Befit thefe harps to found, and thee to hear ? 
Reply 'd the God ; " Your loftieft notes employ, 
" To fing young Peleus, and the fall of Try." 
The wond'rous fong with rapture they rehearfe | 
Then aft who wrought that miracle of verfe ? 
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He anfwer'd with a frown ; " I now reveal 
" A truth, that Envy bids me not conceal : 10 
<% Retiring frequent to this Laureat vale, 
" I warbled to the Lyre that fav'rite tale, 
" Which, unobferv'd, a wandVing Greek and blind, 
" Heard me repeat, and treafur'd in his mind ; 1 4 
" And fir'd with thirft of more than mortal praife, 
" From me, the God of Wit, ufurp'd the bays. 

" But let vain Greece indulge her growing fame, 
" Proud with celeflial fpoils to grace her name; 
" Yet when my Arts (hall triumph in the Weft, 
" And the white Ifle with female pow'r is bleft ; 20 
" Fame, I forefee, will make reprifals there, 
" And the Tranflator's Palm to me transfer. 
" With lefs regret my claim I now decline, 
" The World will think his Englijb Iliad mine." 

E. F E N T O N. 



To Mr. P O P E. 

TO praife, and flill with juft refpe& to praife 
A Bard triumphant in immortal bay9, 
The Learn'd to fhow, the Senfible commend, 
Yet ftill preferve the province of the ReigeA * 
c 2 
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What life, what vigour muft the lines require ? 
What Mufic tune them, what AfFcclion fire ? 

O might thy Genius in my bofom mine ; 
Thou fhould'ft not fail of numbers worthy thine \ 
The brighteft Ancients might at once agree 
To iing within my lays, and fing of thee. 

Horace himfelf would own thou doft excell 
In candid arts to play the Critic well. 
Ovid himfelf might wifti to fing the Dame 
Whom Windfor Foreft fees a gliding (beam : 
On filver feet, with annual Ofier crown'd, 
She runs for ever thro* Poetic ground. 

How flame the glories of Belinda's Hair, 
Made by thy Mufe the envy of the Fair? 
Lefs fhone the trefTes ^Egypt's princefs wore, 
Which fweet Callimachus fo fung before. 
Here courtly trifles fet the world at odds j 
Belles war with Beaux, and Whims defcend for Go< 
The new Machines, in names of ridicule, 
Mock the grave phrenzy of the Chemic fool. 
But know, ye Fair, a point conceal'd with art, 
The Sylphs and Gnomes are but a Woman's heai 
The Graces ftand in fight ; a Satire-train 
Peeps o'er their head, and laughs behind the fcei 
' In Fame's fair Temple, o'er the boldeft wits 
Inflirin'd on high the facred Virgil fits ; 
And fits in meafures fuch as Virgil's Mufe 
To place thee near him might be fond to chufe. 
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Howmight he tune th' alternate reed with thee, 
Perhaps a Strephon thou, a Daphnis he ; 
While fome old Damon, o'er the vulgar wife, 55 
Thinks he defsrves, and thou deferv'ft the Prize ? 
Rapt with the thought, my fancy feeks the plains, 
And turns me fh^pherd while I hear the drains. 
Indulgent nurfe of evVy tender gale, 
Parent of flowrets, old Arcadia, hail ! 40 

Here in the cool my limbs at eafe I fprcad, 
Kere let thy poplars whifper o'er my head : 
Still Hide thy waters, foft among the trees, 
Thy afpins quiver in a breathing breeze ! 
Smile, all ye valleys, in eternal fpring, 45 

Be huuYd, ye winds, while Pope and \ r irgil fitig. 

In Englifh lays, and all fublimely great, 
Thy Homer warms with all his ancient heat ; 
He fhines in Council, thunders in the Fight, 
And flames with ev'ry fenfe of great delight. 50 
Long has that Poet reign'd, and long unknown, 
Like Monarchs fparkling on a diftant throne ; 
In all the Majefty of Greek retir'd, 
Himfelf unknown, his mighty name admifd ; 54 
His language failing, wrapt him round wkh night ; 
Thine, rais'd by thee, recalls the work to light. 
So wealthy Mines, that ages long before 
Fed the large realms around with golden Ore, 
When choak'd by finking banks, no more appear, 
Afld fhepherds only fay, The mints «yjere bere ; ^ 
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Should fome rich youth (if nature warm his heart, 
And all his projedb fland inform\l with art) 
Here clear the caves, there ope the leading vein ; 
The mines detected flame with gold again. 

How vaft, how copious, are thy new deiigns !6$ 
How cv'ry Mufic varies in thy lines I 
Still, as 1 read, I feel my bofom beat, 
And rife in raptures by another's heat. 
Thus in the wood, when fummer drefs'd the days, 
While Windfor lent us tuneful hours of eafe, 70 
Our ears the lark, the thrufh, the turtle bleft, 
And Philomela fweeteft o'er the reft : 
The (hades refound with fong — O foftly tread, 
While a whole feafon warbles round my head. 

This to my Friend — and when a friend inspires, 
My filent harp its matter's hand requires. 
Shakes off the dull, and makes thefe rocks refound ; 
For fortune plac'd me in unfertile ground : 
Far from the joys that with my foul agree, 
From wit, from learning — very far from thee. To 
Here mofs-grown trees expand the fmalleft leaf; 
Here half an acre's corn is half a fheaf ; 
Here hills with naked heads the tempeft meet, 
Rocks at their fides, and torrents at their feet ; 
Or lazy lakes unconfeious of a flood, 85 

Whofe dull brown Naiads ever fleep in mud. 
Yet here Content can dwell, and learned Eafe, 
A Friend delight mc, and an Author pleafe ; . 
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Ev'n here I ling, when Pope fupplies the theme, 
Shew my own love, tho' not increafe his fame. 90 

T. PARNELL. 



To Mr. P O P E. 

LE T vulgar fouls triumphal arches raife, 
Or fpeaking marbles, to record their praife ; 
And picture (to the voice of Fame unknown) 
The mimic Feature on the breathing ftone ; 
Mere mortals; fubjeft to death's total fway, 5 

Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day ! 

'Tis thine, on ev'ry heart to grave thy praife, 
A monument which Worth alone can raife : 
Sure to furvive, when time fhall whelm in dull 
The arch, the marble, and the mimic bud : 1 o 
Nor 'till the volumes of th' expanded iky 
Blaze in one flame, (halt thou and Homer die : 
Then link together in the world's lad fires, 
Wha^ he.av'n created, and what heav'n infpires. 

If aught on earth, when once this breath is fled, 
With human tranfport touch the mighty dead, 
Shakefpear, rejoice ! his hand thy page refines ; 
Now ev'ry fcene with native brightnefs mines ; 
Juft to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought ; 
So TulJy publifh'd what Lucretius wrote ; 20 
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Prun'd by his care, thy laurels loftier grow, 
And bloom afrefh on thy immortal brow. 

Thus when thy draughts, O Raphael I time in* 
vades, 
And the bold figure from the canvafs fades, 
A rival hand recalls from ev'ry part 25 

Some latent grace, and equals art with art ; 
Tranfportcd we furvey the dubious flrife, 
While each fair image ftarts again to life. 

How long, untun'd, had Homer's facred lyre 
Jarr'd grating difcord, all extinct his fire ? - 30 

This you beheld; and, taught by heav'n- to fing, 
Call'd the loud mufic from the founding firing. 
Now wak'd from flumbers of three thoufand years, 
Once more Achilles in dread pomp appears, 
Tours o'er the field of death ; as fierce he turns, 35 
Keen flafh his arms, and all the Hero burns ; 
With martial flalk, and more than mortal might, 
He ftrides along, and meets the Gods in fight : 
Then the pale Titans, chain'd on burning floors, 
Start at the din that rends th' infernal fhores, 40 
Tremble the tow'rs of Heav'n, earth rocks her 

coafls, 
And gloomy Pluto makes with all his ghofts. 
To ev'ry theme refponds thy various lay ; 
Here rolls a torrent, there Meanders play ; 
Sonorous as the florm thy numbers rife, a? 

Tofs the wild waves, and thunder in the ikies ,• 
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Or ibfter than a yielding virgin's figh, 
The gentle breezes breathe away and die. 
Thus, like the radiant God who fheds the day, 
You paint the vale, or gild the azure way ; 50 
And while with ev'ry theme the verfe complies, 
Sink without groveling, without rafhnefs rife. 

Proceed, great Bard ! awake th' harmonious firing, 
Be ours all Homer f (till Ulyfies fing. 
How long that Hero*, by unflulful hands, 55 

Strip'd of his robes, a beggar trod our lands ? 
Such as he wander'd o'er his native coaft, 
Shrunk by the wand, and all the warrior loft : 
O'er his fraooth (kin a bark of wrinkles fpread ; 
Old age difgrae'd the honours of his head ; 60 

Nor longer in his heavy eye ball fhin'd 
The glance divine, forth-beaming from the mind. 
But you, like Pallas, ev'ry limb infold 
With royal robes, and bid him fhine in gold ; 
Touch'd by your hand, his manly frame improves 
With grace divine, and like a God he moves. 

Ev'n I, the meaneft of the Mufes' train, 
Inflamed by thee, attempt a nobler drain ; 
Advent'rous waken the Maconian lyre, 
Tun'd by your hand, and fing as you infpire : 70 
So arm'd by great Achilles for the fight, 
Patroclus conquer'd in Achilles' right : 

* Odyficy, lib. xvi. 
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Like theirs, our Friendfhip ' and I boaft my name 
To thine united — for thy Friendfhip's Fame. 

This labour paft, of heav'nly fubjefts fing, 75 
While hov'ring angels Men on the wing. 
To hear from earth fuch heart-felt raptures rife, 
As, when they fing, fufpended hold the Ikies : 
Or nobly rifing in fair Virtue's caufe, 
From thy own life tranferibe th' unerring laws : 80 
Teach a bad world beneath her fway to bend : 
To verfe like thine fierce favages attend, 
And men more fierce : when Orpheus tunes the lay, 
Ev'n fiends relenting hear their rage away. 

W. BROOME. 



To Mr. P O P E, 

On the publishing his W o r k s. 



HE comes, he comes ! bid ev'ry Bard prepare 
The fong of triumph, and attend his Car. 
Great Sheffield's Mufe the long proceflion heads, 
And throws a luftre o'er the pomp fhe leads, 
Firft gives the Palm fhe fir'd him to obtain ; 5 

Crowns his gay brow, and fhews him how to reign. 



[ xxix ] 
Thus young Alcidcs, by old Chiron taught, 
Was form'd for all the miracles he wrought : 
Thus Chiron did the youth he taught applaud, 
PleasM to behold the earned of a God. 10 

But hark, what fhouts, what gath'ring creeds re- 
joice ! 
Unftain'd their praife by any venal Voice, 
Such as th' Ambitious vainly think their due, 
When Proftitutes, or needy FlattVers fue. 
And fee the Chief! before him laurels born ; 1 5 
Trophies from undeferving temples torn ; 
Here Rage enchain'd relu&ant raves, and there 
Pale Envy dumb, and fick'ning with defpair, 
Prone to the earth fhe bends her loathing eye, 
Weak to fupport the blaze of majeity. 20 

Bat what are they that turn the facred page ? 
Three lovely Virgins, and of equal age ; 
Intent they read, and all enamour 'd feem, 
As he that met his likenefs in the ftream : 
The Graces thefe ; and fee how they contend, 25 
Who moft fhall praife, who beft fhall recommend. 

The Chariot now the painful deep afcends, 
The Paeans ceafe ; thy glorious labour ends. 
Here fix'd, the bright eternal Temple Hands, 
Its profpecl: an unbounded view commands : 30 
Say, wond'rous youth, what Column wilt thou 

chufe, 
What laurel'd Arch for thy triumphant Mufe I 



[ XXX ] 

Tho' each great Ancient court thee to his fhi 
Tho' ev'ry Laurel thro' the dome be thine, 
(From the proud Epic, down to thofe that fh; 
The gentler brow of the foft Lefbian maid) 

o to the Good and Juil, an awful train, 
Thy foul's delight, and glory of the Fane : 
While thro' the earth thy dear remembrance 
« Sweet to the World, and grateful to the flci 
SIMON HARCOt 



To Mr. P O P E. 

From Rome, i 

IMmortal Bard ! for whom each Mufe has v 
The faireft garlands of th' Aonian grove ; 
Preferv'd, our drooping Genius to reftore, 
When Addifon and Congreve are no more; 
After fo many ftars extinft in night, 
The dark'ned ages laft remaining light J 
To thee from Latian realms this verfe is writ, 
Infpir'd by memory of ancient Wit ; 
For now no more thefe climes their influence 
FalFn is their glory, and their virtue loft; 
From Tyrants, and from Priefts, the Mufes fl; 
Daughters of Reafon and of Liberty, 



[ xxxi ] 

st now, nor Umbria's plain they love, 
the banks of Nar, or Mincia rove j 
unes's flow'ry borders they retire, 15 

idle in thy bread the Roman fire, 
e {hades, where chear'd with fummer rays 
>us linnets warbled fprightly lays, 
; the faded, falling leaves complain 
my winter's unaufpicious reign, 20 

jful voice is heard of joy or love, 
arnful filence faddens all the grove, 
ippy Italy ! whofe altered (late 
t the worft feverity of Fate : 
t Barbarian hands her Fafces broke, 25 
w'd her haughty neck beneath their yoke ; 
it her palaces to earth are thrown, 
ies defert, and her fields unfown ; 
t her ancient Spirit is decay'd, 
cred Wifdom from her bounds is fled, 3* 
lere the fource of Science flows no more, 
; its rich dreams fupply'd the world before, 
rious Names ! that once in Ladam fluVd, 
> infhruft, and to command Mankind ; 
by whofe Virtue mighty Rome was rais'd, 
>ets, who thofe Chiefs fublimely prais'd i 
le traces you have left explore, 
hes vifit, and your urns adore ;. 
•, with lips devout, fome mouldering ftone, 
ft venerable dude o'ergpma \ k> 
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Thofe hallow'd ruins better pleas'd to fee 
Than all the pomp of modern Luxury. 

As late on Virgil's tomb frefh flow'rs I (trow'd, 
While with th' infpiring Mufe my bofcm glow'd, 
Crown'd with eternal bays my ravifh'd eyes 4 
Beheld the Poet's awful Form arife : 
Stranger, he faid, whofe pious hand has paid 
Thefe grateful rites to my attentive fhade, 
When thou fhalt breathe thy happy native air, 
To Pope this mefiage from his Mafter bear : 5 

Great Bard, whofe numbers I myfelf infpire, 
To whom I gave my own harmonious lyre, 
If high exalted on the Throne of Wit, 
Near Me and Homer thou afpire to fit, 
No more let meaner Satire dim the rays < 

That flow majeftic from- thy nobler Bays ; 
In all the flow'ry paths of Pindus ftray, 
But fhun that thorny, that unpleafing way ; 
Nor, when each -foft engaging Mufe is thine, 
Addrefs the lealt attractive of the Nine. < 

Of thee more worthy were the tafk, to raife 
A lafting Column to thy Country's Praife, 
To fmg the Land, which yet alone can boaft 
That Liberty corrupted Rome has loft ; 
Where Science in the arms of Peace is laid, 1 
And plants her Palm beneath the Olive's fhade. 
Such was the Theme for which my lyre I ftrung 
Such was the People whofe exploits I fung ; 



[ xxxiii ] 
Brave, yet refiVd, for Arms and Arts renown'd, 
With difTrent bays by Mars and Phcebus crown'd, 
Dauntlefs oppofers of Tyrannic Sway, 7 1 

But pleas'd, a mild Augustus to obey. 

If thefe commands fubmiflive thou receive, 
Immortal and unblam'd thy name (hall live ; 
Envy to black Cocytus fhall retire, 75 

And howl with Furies in tormenting fire ; 
Approving Time fhall confecrate thy Lays, 
And join the Patriot's to the Poet's Praife. 

GEORGE LYTTELTON. 
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Difcourfe on Pastoral. 

Written in the Year mdcciv. 



Rura mihi et rigui placeant in vallibus amnes, 
Flamina amem, fylvafque, ingloriua! Virg. 
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^HERE are not, I believe, a greater num- 
ber of any fort of verfes than of thofe which 
called Paftorals ; nor a fmaller, than of thofe 
ch are truly fo. It therefore feems neceflary to 
: fome account of this kind of Poem, and it is 
defign to comprize in this fhort paper the fub- 
ce of thofe numerous diflertations the Critics 
i made on the fubjelt, without omitting any of 
r rules in my own favour. You will alfo find 
e points reconciled, about which they feem to 
:r, and a few remarks, which, I think, have 
ped their obfervation. 

'he original of Poetry is afcribed to that Age 
ch fucceeded the creation of the world : and as 
keeping of flocks feems to have been the firft 
>loyment of mankind., the moll ancient fprt of 

f Written at fixtcen years of age. 

B z 
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poetry was probably paftoral \ It is natural to 
imagine, that the leiiurc of thofe ancient fliepherds 
admitting and inviting fome diverfion, none was (o 
proper to that folitary and fedentary life as tinging; 
and that in their fongs they took occasion to cele- 
brate their own felicity. From hence a Poem was 
invented, and afterwards improved to a perfed 
image of that happy time ; which by giving us aa I 
eitecm for the virtues of a former age, might re- 
commend them to the prefent. And fince the life 
of (hepherds was attended with more tranquillity 
than any other rural employment, the Poets chofc 
to introduce their Peribns, from whom it received 
the name of Paftoral. 

A Paftoral is an imitation of the aclion of a 
fhepherd, or one confidered under that charader. 
The form of this imitation is dramatic, or nar- 
rative, or mixed of both c ; the fable fimple, the 
manners not too polite nor too ruftic : the thoughts 
are plain> yet admit a little quicknefs and paflion, 
but that ftiort and flowing : the expreffion humble, 
yet as pure as the language will afford ; neat, but 
not florid ; eafy, and yet lively. In ihort, the 
fable, manners, thoughts, and expreffions are full of 
the greateft fimplicity in nature. 

h Fontcnelle's Difc. on Paftorals, 
£ Hcinfius in Thcocr, 



GN PAST-ORAL POETRY. $ 
. The complete .chara&er of this poem eonfifts in 
Simplicity <^ brevity, and delicacy; the two firil 
of which render an eclogue natural, and the lad 
delightful. 

If we would copy Nature, it may be ufeful to 
take this Idea along with us, that Paftoral is an 
image of what they call the golden age. So that 
we are not to defcribe our fhepherds as fhep. 
herds at this day really are, but as they may be 
conceived then to have been ; when the bed of 
men followed the employment To carry this 
refemblance yet further, it would not be amifs to 
give thefe fhepherds ibme (kill in aitronomy, as far 
as it may be ufeful to that fort of life. And an 
air of piety to the Gods mould fhine through the 
Poem* which fo vilibly appears in all the works of 
antiquity: and it ought to preferve fome relifh of 
the old way of writing ; the connexion mould be 
loofe, the narrations and defcriptions ftiort ., and the 
periods concife. Yet it is not fuflicient, that the 
Sentences only be brief \ the whole Eclogue mould 
be fo too. For we cannot fuppofe Poetry in thoie 
days to have been the bufineis of men, but their 
recreation at vacant hours. 

But with a refpe£l to the prefent age, nothing 
more conduces to make thefe compofures natural, 
than when fome Knowledge in rural affairs is dif- 

d Rapin de Carm. Paft. p. 2. 

« Ripin, Reflex, fur VAn Poet, d' Atift. £. *• ^ t?L ** N ^ % 

B 3 
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covered f . This may be made to appear rather 
done by chance than on defign, and fometimes is 
beft fliewn by inference ; left by too much ftudy to 
Teem natural, we deftroy that eaiy fimplicity from 
whence arifes the delight. For what is inviting in 
this fort of poetry proceeds not fo much from the 
Idea of that bufinefs, as of the tranquillity of a 
country life. 

We muft therefore ufe fome illufion to render 
a Paftoral delightful ; and this confifb in expoung 
the beft fide only of a ihepherd's life, and in con- 
cealing its miferies ?. Nor is it enough to introduce 
fhepherds difcourfing together in a natural way; 
but a regard muft be had to the fubjeft ; that it 
contain fome particular beauty in itfelf, and that 
it be difFerent in every Eclogue. Befides, in each 
of them a defigned fcene or profpe& is to be pre- 
fented to our view, which mould likewife have its 
variety h . This variety is obtained in a great de- 
gree by frequent comparifons, drawn from the moll 
agreeable objeds of the country ; by interrogations 
to things inanimate; by beautiful digreffions, but 
thofe ihort \ fometimes by infilling a little on cir- 
cumftatices; and laftly, by elegant turns on the 
words, which render the numbers extremely fweet 
and pleafing. As for the numbers therofelves, 

f Prcf. to Virg. Part, in Dryd. Virgr. 
f Fomenelle's Dill*, of raftonrt*. 
* £«■ the rt'remenrioncd Preface. 
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enough they are properly of the heroic meafure, 
they fhould be the fmootheft, the moft eafy and 
flowing, imaginable. 

It is by rules like thefe that we ought to judge of 
PaftbraL And fince the inftru&ions given for any 
art are to be delivered as that art is in perfection, 
they muft of neceflity be derived from thofe in whom 
it is acknowledged fo to be. It is therefore from 
the practice of Theocritus and Virgil (the only un- 
difputed authors of Paftoral) that the Critics have 
drawn the foregoing notions concerning it, 

Theocritus excels all others in nature and fimpli- 
city. The fubjecls of his Idyllia are purely paftoral ; 
but he is not fo exadt in his perfons, having intro- 
duced reapers ' and fifhermen as well as fhepherds. 
He is apt to be too long in his defcriptions, of which 
that of the Cup in the firfl paftoral is a remarkable 
inilance. In the manners he ieems a little defective, 
for his fwains are fometimes abuiive and immodeft, 
and perhaps too much inclining to rufticiry ; for 
inftance, in his fourth and fifth Idyllia. But 'tis 
enough that all others learnt their excellencies from 
him, and that his Dialed alone has a fecret charm 
in it, which no other could ever attain. 

Virgil, who copies Theocritus, refines upon his 
original : and in all points, where judgment is prin- 
cipally concerned, he is much fuperior to his matter. 

J ©EP;2TAI, Wvl. x. and AA1R1T, %!. *»• 

B 4 



* A DISCOURSE 
Though fome of his fubje&s are not paftors 
themfelves* but only feem to be fuch ; they ha 
wonderful variety in them, which the Greek w 
ftranger to m . He exceeds him in regularity 
brevity, and falls (hort of him in nothing but 
plicity and propriety of ftyle ; the firft of w 
perhaps was the fault of his age, and the laft o; 
language. 

Among the moderns, their fuccefs has been gi 
eft who have moft endeavoured to make thefe 
cients their pattern. The moft confiderable Ge 
appears in the famous TafTo, and our Spei 
TafTo in his Aminta has as far excelled all 
Paftoral writers, as in his Gierufalemme he has i 
done the Epic poets of his country. But a,s 
piece feems to have been the original of a new 
of poem, the Paftoral Comedy, in Italy, it car 
fb well be confidered as a copy of the ancie 
Spenfer's Calendar, in Mr. Dryden's opinion 
the moft complete work of this kind which any 
tion has produced ever fince the time of Virg 
Not but that he may be thought imperfect in f< 
few points. His Eclogues are fomewhat too k 
if we compare them with the ancients. Ht 
fometimes too allegorical, and treats of matter 
religion in a paftoral ftyle, as Mantuan had d 

■ Rapin Refl. on Arift. part, ii, refl. xxvii.— Prcf. to 
Eel. in Dryden's Virg. 

* Dedication to Virg. Eel. 
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before him. He has employed the Lyric meafure, 
which is contrary to the practice of the old Poets, 
His Stanza is not ftill the fame, nor always well 
chofen. This laft may be the reafon his expreflion 
is fometimes not concife enough : for the Tetraftic 
has obliged him to extend his fenfe to the length of 
four lines, which would have been more clofely 
confined in the Couplet. 

In the manners, thoughts, and characters, he 
comes near to Theocritus himfelf; tho', notwith- 
ftanding ail the care he has taken, he is certainly 
inferior in his Dialed: : For the Doric had its beauty 
and propriety in the time of Theocritus ; it was 
ufed in part of Greece, and frequent in the mouths 
of many of the greateft perfons : whereas the ol<i 
Englifh and country phrafes of Spenfer were either 
entirely obfolete, or fpoken only by people of the 
loweft condition. As there is a difference betwixt 
fimplicity and rufticity, {o the expreflion of fim- 
ple thoughts mould be plain, but not clownifh. 
The addition he has made of a Calendar to his 
Eclogues, is very beautiful ; fince by this, befides 
the general moral of innocence and Simplicity, 
which is common to other authors of Paftoral, he 
has one peculiar to himfelf; he compares human 
Life to the feveral Seafons, and at once expofes to 
his readers a view of the great and little worlds, 
in their various changes and afpe&s. Yet the fcru- 
pulous divifioh of his Paftorah into Months » to 
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obliged h!m either to repeat the fame defcripi 
in other words, for three months together ; 
when it was exbauited before* entirely to omi 
whence it comes to pafs that fome of his Eclo 
(as the fixth, eighth, and tenth for example) 1 
nothing but their Titles to diftinguifh them, 
reafon is evident, bec'atife the year has not 
variety in it to furnifh every month with a partic 
defcription, as it may every feafon. 

Of the following Eclogues I mall only fay* 
thefe four comprehend all the fubje&s which 
Critics upon Theocritus and Virgil will allow t< 
fit for paftoral : That they have as much var 
of defcription, in refpect of the feveral feafons 
Spenfer's : that in order to add to this variety, 
feveral times of the day are obferv'd, the r 
employments in each feafon or time of day, and 
rural fcenes or places proper to fuch employmei 
not without fome regard to the feveral ages of m 
and the different paffions proper to each age. 

But after all, if they have any merit/ it is tc 
attributed to fome good old Authors, whofe wc 
as I had lcifure to ftudy, fo, I hope, I have 
wanted cr.re to imitate. 



C") 

SPRING. 

THE 

FIRST PASTORAL, 

OR 

DAMON. 

To Sir Willliam Trumbal. 



FIRST in thefe fields I try the fylvan flrains, 
Nor blu(h to fport on Windfor's blifsful plains : 
Fair Thames, flow gently from thy facred fpring, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Mufes fing ; 

Notes. 
Thefe Paftorals were written at the age of fixteen, and then 
paft thro* the hands of Mr. Waljh, Mr. rVycberley, G.GranvtUe 
afterwards Lord Lartfdmvn, Sir V/illiam Trumbal, Dr. Garth, 
Lord Hallifax, Lord Somers, Mr. Maimoaring, and others. 
.All thefe gave our Author the greateft encouragement, and par- 
ticularly Mr. Walfb, whom Mr. Dryden, in his Poftfcript to 
Virgil, calls the beft Critic of his age. •• The Author % fays he) 
" f^enw to have a particular genius for this kind of Poetry, and 
*• a judgment that moch exceeds his \esrc? . He. Va» V&-«tv %w* 
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Let vernal airs thro' trembling oiiers play, 
And Albion's cliffs refouad the rural la/. 

Norn. 

< c freely from the Ancients. But what he has mixed of hi* 
'* own with theirs is no way inferior to what he has taken from 
" them. It is not flattery at all to fay that Virgil had written 
" nothing fo good at his Age. His Preface is very judicious 
" and learned." Letter to Mr. Wyeberlcy t Ap, 1705. The 
Lord Lanfdown about the fame time, mentioning the youth of 
cur Poet, fays (in a printed Letter of the Character of Mr. 
Wycherlcy) " that if he goes on as he has begun in his Paftoral 
" way, as Virgil firft tried his ftrength, we may hope to 'fee i 
" Englifti Poetry vie with the Roman," &c. Notwithftanding 
the early time of their production, the Author elteemed thefcas 
the moft correct in the verification, and mufical in the numbers, 
t)f all his works. The reafon for his labouring them into fo 
much foftnefs, was, doubtlefs, that this fort of poetry derives 
almoft its whole beauty from a natural cafe of thought aad 
fmoothnefs of verfc 5 whereas that of moft other kinds cenfid* 
in the ftrength and fulnefs of both. In a letter of his to Mr. 
Ifaljh about this time we find an enumeration of feveral niceties 
in Verification, which perhaps have never been ftrictly obferved 
in any Englijh poem, except in thefc Paftorals. They were no: 
printed till 1709. 

Sir milium Trumhal.] Our Author's friendfhip with this 
gentleman commenced at very unequal years; he was under 
fixtcen, but Sir William above fixty, and had lately rcfigu'd his 
employment of Secretary of State to King William. 

Imitations. 
Ver. i. Prima Syracofio dignatacft ludere verfu, 
Noftra nee erubuit fylvas habitare Thalia. 
Tlii c is the general exordium and opening of the Paftorah, i£ 
% 
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You, that too wife for pride, too good forpowY, 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And carrying with you all the world can boaft, 
To all the world iiluflrioufly are loft ! 10 

O let my Mufe her (lender reed inspire, 
Till in your native fhades you tune the lyre : 
So when the Nightingale to reft removes, 
The Thrum may chant to the forfaken groves, 
But charm'd to iilence, liftens while fhe lings, 15 
And all th' aerial audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the flocks (hook off the nightly dews, 
Two Swains, whom Love kept wakeful, and the 
Mufe, 

Notes. 
Ver. 11. in your native Jbades] SirW. Trnmba! was born 
in Windfor-foreft, to which he retired, after he had refigfled 
the poft of Secretary of State to King William III. 

Ver. 17, etc. The Scene of this Paftoral a Valley, the Time 
the Morning. It flood originally thus, 

Daphnis and Strephon to the /hades retir'd, 
Both warm'd by Love, and by the Mufe infpir>d, 
Frefh as the morn, and as the feafon fair, 
In flow'ry vales they fed their fieecy care j 
And while Aurora gilds the mountain's fide, 
Thus Daphnis fpoke, and Strephon thud reply*d. 

Imitations. 
Smitatiqn of the fixth of Virgil, which fome have therefore not 
improbably thought to have been the firft originally. In the 
beginnings of the other three Paftorals, he imitates exprefly 
thofe which now ftand firft of the^thrcc chief ?wte \&>&&Va&i 
Spenerr, Hrgi/, Tbcocritui. 
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Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Frefti as the morn, and as the feafon fair : 
The dawn now blufhing on the mountain's fide, 
Thus Daphnis fpoke, and Strephon thus reply'd, 

D A P H N I S. 

Hear how the birds, on ev'ry bloomy fpray, 
With joyous mufic wake the dawning day f 
Why fit we mute, when early linnets fing, 
When warbling Philomel falutes the fpring ? 
Why fit we fad, when Phofphor mines fo clear, 
And lavifli Nature paints the purple year ? 
STREPHON. 

Sing then, and Damon mail attend the drain, 
While yon* flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 
Here the bright crocus and blue vi'let glow; 
Here weflern winds on breathing rofes blow. 
I'll flake yon' lamb, that near the fountain playj 
And from the brink his dancing fliade furveys. 

Imitations. 
A Shepherd's Boy (he fecks no better name)—. 
Beneath the fhade a fpreading beech difplays,^. 
Tbyrjis, the Mufic of that murm'ring Spring|— . 
are manifeftly imitations of 

—A Shepherd^ Boy (no better do him call) 
— Tityre, tu patulas recubans fub tegminc fagi. 

Var i a t i on s. 
Vkr. 34. The firft reading was, 

And his own image from the bank furveys. 
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D A P H N I S. 
And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 35 
And fwelling clutters bend the curling vines : 
Four figures rifmg from the work appear, 
The various feafons of the rowling year ; 
And what is that, which binds the radiant (Icy, 
Where twelve fair figns in beauteous order lie ? 40 

DAMON. 

Then fing by turns, by turns the Mufes fing, 
Now hawthorns bloflbm, now the dailies fpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground » 
Begin, the vales fhall ev'ry note rebound, 

Variations. 

Ver. 36. And clutters lurk beneath the curling vines. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 35, 36. 

Lenta quibus torno facili fuperaddita vitis, 
Diffufos edera vcftit pallente corymbos. Virg. 

Vcr. 38. The various feafirts] The fubjeft of thefe Pafto- 
rals engraven on the bowl is not without its propriety. The 
Shepherd's hefitation at the name of the Zodiac, imitates that 
in Virgil, 

Et quis fuit alter, 

pefcripfit radio totum qui gentibus orbem ? 

Ver. 41. Ybenjing by turnip Literally from Virgil, 

Alternis dicctis, amant alterna Camoenae : 

Et nunc omnis ager, nunc omnis parturit arbos, 

Nunc froncjent fylvx, nunc formofimxnus annus* 
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STREPHON. 

Infpire me, Phcsbus, in my Deli* s praife, 
With Waller's ftrains, or Granville's moving la; 
A milk-white bull (hall at your altars ftand, 
That threats a fight, and fpurns the rifing fand. 
DAPHNU 

O Love ! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue vi&orious as her eyes ; 
No lambs or fheep for vi&ims I'll impart, 
Thy vi&im, Love, {hall be the fhepherd's heai 

STREPHON. 
Me gentle Delia beckens from the plain, 
Then hid in (hades, eludes her eager Twain ; 
But feigns a laugh, to fee me fearch around, 
And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 

Variations. 
Ver. 49. Originally thus in the MS. 
. Pan, let my numbers equal Strephon's lays, 

Of Parian ftone thy ftatue will I raife ; 
, But if I conquer and augment my fold, 

Thy Parian ftatue Audi be changed to gold. 

Notes. 
Ver. 46. Granville—"} George Granville, afterwards 
Lanfdown, known for his Poems, moil of which he coi 
very young, and proposed Waller as his model. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 47. A milk-white hull] Virg — Pafcite taurunv 
Qui cornu petat, et pedibus jam fpar^at arenara. 
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DAPHNIS. 
The fprightly Sylvia trips along the green, 
he runs, but hopes {he does not ran unfeen ; 
vTiile a kind glance at her purfuer flies, 
low much at variance are her feet and eyes ! 60 

STREPHON. 
O'er golden fands let rich Pa&olus flow, 
Lnd trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
►left Thames's ihores the brighteft beauties yield, 
•eed here my lambs, I'll feek no diftant field. 

Variations. 

Ver. 61. It ftood thus at firft: 
Let rich Iberia golden fleeces boaft. 
Her purple wool the proud Aflyrian coaft, 
Bleft Thames's fliores, etc. P. 

Ver. 61. Originally thus in the MS. 

Go, flow'ry wreath, and let my Sylvia know, 
Compared to thine how bright her beauties mow : 
Then die j and dying teach the lovely maid 
How foon the brighteft beauties are decay'd. 

DAPHNIS. I 

Go, tuneful bird, that pleas* d the woods fo long, * 
Of Amaryllis learn a fweeter fong : 
To Heav'n arifing then her notes convey, 
For Heav'n alone is worthy fuch a lay.. 

Imitations. 

Vxs. 58. She runs, hut hopes.'] Imitation of Virgil, 
Malo me Galatea petit, lafciva puella, 
Et fugit ad falices, fed (e cupit ante videti. 
Vol. L C 
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D A P H N I S. 
Ccleftial Venus haunts Idalia'* groves ; 6 

Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves ; 
If Windfor-ftiades delight the matchlefs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windfor-fhade. 

STREPHON. 

All nature mourns, the fkies relent in fhow'rs, 

HufiYd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping flowVs 

If Delia fmile, the flow'rs begin to fpring, 7 

The Ikies to brighten, and the birds to fing. 

DAP HN I S. 
All nature laughs, the groves are frefh and fair, 
The Sun's mild luftre warms the vital air ; 
If Sylvia fmiles, new glories gild the more, 71 
And vanquifh'd nature feems to charm no more. 
STREPHON. 
In fpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the fhady grove, 

Variations. 
Vfr. 60, etc. Thefe verfes were thus at firft • 
AH nature mourns, the birds their fongs deny, 
Nor wafted brooks the thirfly flow'rs fupply j 
If Delia fmile, the flow'rs begin to fpring, 
The brooks to murmur, and the birds to fing. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 69. AH nature mourns,"] 

Aret ager, vitio moriens fitit aeris herba, etc. 
Phyllidis adventu noflrae nemus omne virebit. Virg. 



P.ASTSRALi. i$ 

But Delia always ; abfent from her fight, 

Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 80 

D A P H N I S. 

Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet frefh as early day j 
Ev'n fpring difpleafes, when me fhines not here ; 
But bleft with her, 'tis rprihg throughout the year. 

STREPHON. 
Say, Daphnis, fay, in what glad foil appears, 
A wond'rous Tree that facred Monarchs bears : 86 
Tell me but this, and I'll difclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueft to thy Sylvia's eyes. 

ETAPHNIS. 

Nay tell me firft, in what more happy fields 
The Thiftle fprings, to which the Lily yields 1 90 
And then a nobler prize I will refign ; 
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia lhall be thine. 

.Notes. 
Ver. 86. A wonfrous Tree that facred Monarch hears.] An 
allufion to the Royal Oak, in which Charles II. had been hid 
from the purfuit after the battle of Worcefter. 

Imitations. 
Ve»» 90. TbeThiflk fpringt to which the Lily yields,] Al- 
ludes to the device of the Scots Monarchs, the Thiftle, worn 
by Queen Anne ; and to the arms of France, the Fleur de lys. 
The two riddles ore in imitation of thofe in Virg. Eel. in. 
Die quibus in terris inferipti noanina Regum 
Nafcantur Flores, Se Phyilida folut habeto. 
C 2 
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DAMON. 
Ceafe to contend, for, Daphnis, I decree, 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee ; 
Bleft Swains, whole Nymphs in ev'iy grace exc< 
Bleft Nymphs, whofe Swains thofe graces fing 

weU! 
Now rife, and hafte to yonder woodbine bowYs, 
A foft retreat from fudden vernal fhowVs j 
The turf with rural dainties fhall be crown'd, 
While opening blooms diirufe their fweets aroun 
For fee ! the gathering flocks to fhelter tend, i 
And from the Pleiads fruitful ihow'rs defcend. 

Variations,, 

Vxb. 99. was originally, 

The turf with country dainties (hall be ipread, 
And trees with twining branches fliade your head. 



t '• ] 
SUMMER. 

THE 

SECOND PASTORAL, 

O R 

ALEXIS. 

To Dr. G a jit h. 



A Shepherd's Boy (he feeks no better name) 
Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, 
Where dancing fun-beams on the waters play'd, 
And verdant alders form'd a quiv'ring made. 

Var iations, 
Ver. 1, 2, 3, 4. were thus printed in the firft edition : 
A faithful fwain, whom Love had taught to fing, 
BewaiTd his fate befide a filver fpring j 
Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads 
Thro' verdant forefts, and thro* flow'ry meads, 
"Ver. 3. Originally thus in the MS. 

There to the wind* he plain' d his haplefs love, 
And Amaryllis filTd the vocal grove. 
Notes. 
Ver. 3. The Scene of this Pafrotal by*fhe fiver's fide $ Suit- 
able to the heat of the feafon 5 the time noon. 

C3 
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Soft as he mournM, the ftreams forgot to flow, 5 
The flocks around a dumb compaflion fliow, 
The Naids wept in ev'ry wat'ry bowY, 
And Jove confented in a filent fhow'r. 

Accept, O Garth, the Mufe's early lays, 
That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays \ ; ■ 10 
Hear what from Love unpraclis'd hearts endure, 
From Love, the fole difeafe thou canft not cure. 

Ye fhady beeches, and ye codling ftreams, 
pefence frpm Phoebus 1 , not from Cupid's beams, 
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I fing, 15 

The woods fhall anfwer, and their echo ring. 
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 
Why art thou prouder and more hard than they ? 
The bleating fheep with my complaints agree, 
They parch'd with heat, and 1 inflam'd by thee. 20 
The fultry Sirius burns the thirfty plains, 
While in thy heart eternal winter reigns. 

Notes. 

Ver. 9. Dr. §amuel Garth, Author of the Difpenfary ? was 
one of the firfr friends of the Author, whofe acquaintance with 
him began at fourteen or fifteen. Their friendfhip continued 
from the year 1703 to 17 18, which was that of his death. 

Ver. 16. The woods Jkall anjiver, and their echo ring,] Is 3 
line out of Spenfer's Epithalamion. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 8. And Jove confented] 

Jupiter et laeto defcendet plurimus imbri. Virg. 
Ver. 15. nor to the deaf IJing,] 

Hon canimus furdis, reLondent omnia fylvae. Virg, 

4 



PASTORALS. 23 

Where ftray ye Mufes, in what lawn or grove, 
While your Alexis pines in hopelefs love ? 
In thofe fair fields where facred Ifis glides, 25 

Or elfe where Cam his winding vales divides ? 
As in the cryftal fpring I view my face, 
Frefh rifmg blufhes paint the wat'ry glafs ; 
But fince thofe graces pleafe thy eyes no more, 
I fhun the fountains which I fought before. 39 

Once I was fknTd in ev'ry herb that grew, 
And ev>y plant that drinks the morning dew ; 
Ah wretched fhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart ! 

Let other fwains attend the rural care, 3$ 

Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces fheer : 

Variations. 
Ver. 27. 

Oft in the cryftal fpring I caft a view, 
And equal'd Hylas, if the glafs be true 5 
But fmce thofe graces meet my eyes no more, 
I fliun, etc, 

IM I T A T IONS. 

Ver. 23. Where fir ay ye Mufies, etc ] 

Quae nemora, aut qui vos faltus habuere, puellx 
Naidcs, indigno cum Gailus amore periret ? 
Nam neque Parnaffi vobis juga, nam neque Pindi 
Ulla moram fecere, neque Aonia Aganippe. 

Virg. out of Theocr. 

Ver. 27. Virgil again from the Cyclops of Theocritus, 
nuper me in litore vidi, 
Cum pJacidum ventie flaret mare 5 non ego Daphnim, 
Judice i£, metuam, ft nunquam falht imago. 

c 4 
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But nigh yon* mountain let me tune my lays, 
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays. 
That flute is mine which Colin's tuneful breath 
Infpir'd when living, and bequeathed in death : 
He faid ; Alexis, take this pipe, the fame ' 

That taught the groves my Rofalinda's name : 
But now the reeds mall hang on yonder tree, 
For ever filent, fince defpis'd by thee. \ 

Oh ! were I made by fome transforming pow'r 45 
The captive bird that fings within thy bow'r ! 
Then might my voice thy lift'ning ears employ, 
And I thofe kifTes he receives enjoy. 

And yet my numbers pleafe the rural throng, 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the fong : 50 
The Nymphs, forfaking ev'ry cave and fpring, 
Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring ! 
Each am'rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain, 
On you their gifts are all beftow'd again. 
For you the fwains the faired flowVs defign, 5; 

And in one garland all their beauties join ; 

No T E S. 

Ver. 39. Colin] The name taken by Spenfer in his Eclogues, 
where his miftrefs is celebrated under that of Rofalinda. 

Imitations. 

Ver. 40. bequeathed in death j etc.] Virg. Eel. ii. 
Eft mihi dilparibus feptem compa£ra cicutis 
Fiftula, Damoetas dono mihi quam dedit olim, 
Et dixit moriens, Te nunc habct ifta fecundum. 

I 



pastorals; 25 

Accept the wreath which you deferve alone, 
In whom all beauties are compriz'd in one. 
See what delights in fylvan fcenes appear f 
Defcending Gods have found Ely from here. 60 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis ftray'd, 
And chafte Diana haunts the fbreft (hade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and blefs the filent hours, 
When fwains from (heering feek their nightly 

bow'rs; 
When weary reapers quit the fultry field, 65 

And crown'd with corn their thanks to Ceres yield. 
This harmlefs grove no lurking viper hides, 
But in my bread the ferpent Love abides. 
Here bees from bloflbms fip the rofy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no fweets but you. 70 

Oh deign to vifit our forfaken feats, 
The mofly fountains, and the green retreats f 
Where'er you walk, cool gales fliall fau the glade, 
Trees, where you fit, mall croud into a (hade : 
Where'er you tread, the blufhing flow'rs fhall rife, 
And all things flourifh where you turn your eyes. 
Oh I how I long with you to pafs my days, 
Invoke the Mufes, and refound your praifef 

Imitations. 

Vx*. 60. Defcending Gods have found Elyfium here.] . 
Habitarunt Di quoquc fylvas — Virg. 
Et fonaofus oves ad ftoraina pavit Adonis. Idem. 
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Your praife the birds (hall chant in ev'ry grove, 
And winds (hall waft it to the pow'rs above. 
But would you fing, and rival Orpheus' drain, 
The wondering forefts foon fhould dance again, 
The moving mountains hear the pow'rful call, 
And headlong dreams hang lid'ning in their fall 
But fee, the fhepherds fhun the noon- day hea 
The lowing herds to murm'ring brooks retreat, 
To clofer fhades the panting docks remove ; 
Ye Gods ! and is there no relief for Love ? 
But foon the fun with milder rays defcends 
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends : 
On me love's fiercer dames for ever prey, 
By night he fcorches, as he burns by day. 

Va riatioks, 
Ver. 79 So. 

Your praife the tuneful birds to heav'n fliall bear, 
And lift'ning wolves grow milder as they hear. 
So the vcrfes were originally written. But the author, y< 
as he was, foon found the abfurdity which Spenfer hir 
over-looked, of introducing wolves into England. 
Ver. qi. Me love inflames, nor will his fires allay. 

Imitations. 

Ver. 80. Ar.d winds Jhall waft, etc J] 

Partem aliouam, venti, divum rcferatis ad aures ! Vir; 
Ver. 88. Ye Gcds ! etc.] 

Me t&mzn urit amor, quis enim modus adfit amcri ? Ic 
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l U T U M N. 

THE 

THIRD PASTORAL, 

O R 

r Y L A S and ^ G O N. 

To Mr. Wycherlev. 



i Eneath the fhade a fpreading Beech difplays, 
) Hylas and JEgon fung their rural lays ; 
lis mourn 'd a faithlefs, that an abfent Love, 
id Delia's name and Doris* fill'd the Grove. 
Mantuan nymphs, your facred fuccour bring ; 5 
flas and Agon's rural lays I fing. 
Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus' wit infpire, 
ic art of Terence, and Menander's fire ; 

Notes, 
This Paftoral confifh of two parts, like the viiith of Virgil : 
u Scene, a Hill ; the Time at Sunfet. 
/er. 7. Thou, ivbom the Nine,] Mr. Wycherlev, a famous 
hor of Comedies ; of which the moil celebrated were the 
rn-Dcaler and Cottntry-Wifet He was a. Y.x'tax «£ \x&xL\a 
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Whofe fenfe inftructs us, and whofe humour charms, 
Whofe judgment fways us, and whofe ipirit warms f 
Oh, fkuTd in Nature f fee the hearts of Swains, n 
Their artlefs paffions, and their tender pains. 
Now fetting Phoebus fhone ferenely bright, 
And fleecy clouds were ftreak'd with purple light; 
When tuneful Hylas with melodious moan, i $ 

Taught rocks to weep and made the mountains groan. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
To Delia's ear the tender notes convey. 
As fome fad Turtle his loft love deplores, 
And with deep murmurs fills the founding fliores^ 
Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn, zi 
Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. 

Go, gende gales, and bear my fighs along ! 
For her, the feather 'd quires neglecl their fong: 
For her, the limes their pleafing fhades deny 5 2$ 
For her, the lilies hang their heads and die. 
Ye flow'rs that droop, forfaken by the ipring, 
Ye birds that, left by fummer, ceafe to fing, 
Ye trees that fade when autumn-heats remove, 
Say, is not abfence death to thofe who love ? 30 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
Curs'd be the fields that caufe ray Delia's ftay -, 

Notes. 

ipirit, fatire, and wit. The only obje&ion made to him was 
that he had too much. However he was followed in the feme 
■.*'*y by Mr. Congrevc j tho* with a little more corre&nefs. 



PASTORALS. *9 

'ade cv'iy blouom, wither ev'ry tree, 
He ev'ry flow'r, and pcrifli all, but flic. 
Vhat have I faid ? where'er my Delia flies, 3$ 
,et fpring attend, and fudden flow'rs arife; 
jCt op'ning rofes knotted oaks adorn, 
Lnd liquid amber drop from ev'ry thorn. 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs along f 
Tie birds fhall ceafe to tune their evening fong, 40 
The winds to breathe, the waving woods to move, 
bid dreams to murmur, e'er I ceafe to love. 
Jot bubbling fountains to the thirfty fwain, n 
fat balmy deep to laborers faint with pain, 
lot fhow'rs to larks, or fun-fhine to the bee, 45 
ire half fo charming as thy fight to me* 

Go, gentle gales, and bear my fighs away ! 
)ome, Delia, come ; ah, why this long delay ? 

Variations, 
Yes. 48. Originally thus in the MS. 

With htm thro' Libya's burning plains 1*11 go, 
On Alpine mountains tread th* eternal (how ; 
Yet feel no heat but what our loves impart, 
And dread no coldnefs but in ThyrfiY heart. 

Imitations. 
V*t. 37. Aureadttrze 

Mala ferant quercus ; nartiflb floreat alnus, 

Pinguia corticibus fudent ele£bra myricse. Virg. Eel. viii » . 
V*«. 43. etc.] 

Quale fopor fern's in gramine, quale per eftum 

Dvlcis aqux fclieate fitim reftinguerc mo. 'Ed. t . 
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Thro' rocks and caves the name of Delia found 
Delia, each cave and echoing rock rebounds. 
Yepow'rs, what pleafing frenzy fboths my min 
Do lovers dream, or is my Delia kind ? 
She comes, my Delia comes ! — Now ceafe my 1 
And ceafe, ye gales, to bear my fighs away ! 

Next iEgon fung, while Windfor groves admi 
Rehearfe, ye Mufes, what yourfelves infpir'd. 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful ftra 
Of perjur'd Doris, dying I complain : 
Here where the mountains, lefs'ning as they r 
Lofe the low vales, and ileal into the Ikies; 
While lab'ring oxen, fpent with toil and heat, 
In their loofe traces from the field retreat: 
While. curling fmoaks from village-tops are fee 
And the fleet /hades glide o'er the dufky green 

Refound, yc hills, refound my mournful lay ! 
Beneath yon' poplar oft we paft the day : 
Oft' on the rind I carv'd her amVous vows, 
While fhe with garlands hung the bending bou 
The garlands fade, the vows are worn away ; 
So dies her love, and fo my hopes decay. 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful lira: 
Now bright Arclurus glads the teeming grain, 
Now golden fruits on loaded branches fhine, 
And grateful oluflers fwell with floods of wine 

Imitat ions. 
Vmr. $z. An qui amant, ipfi fcbi Comnia fingunt ? Id. 
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Now bluihing berries paint the yellow grove ; 75 
Juft Gods ! (hall all things yield returns but love? 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful lay f 
The fhepherds cry, " Thy flocks are left a prey— 
Ah ! what avails it me, the flocks to keep, 
Who loft my heart while I preferv'd my fheep. 80 
Pan came, and afk'd, what magic caus'd my fmart, 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart ? 
What eyes but hers, alas, have pow'r to move f 
And is there magic but what dwells in love ! 84 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful ftrains ! 
I'll fly from fhepherds, flocks, and flow'ry plains. 
From fhepherds, flocks, and plains, I may remove, 
Forfake mankind, and all the world — but love ? 
I know thee, Love ! on foreign mountains bred, 
Wolves gave thee fuck, and favage tigers fed. 90 
Thou wert from -/Etna's burning entrails torn, 
Got by fierce whirlwinds, and in thunder born ! 

Refound, ye hills, refound my mournful lay ! 
Farewell, ye woods, adieu the light of day ! 
One leap from yonder cliff fhall end my pains, 95 
No more, ye hills, no more refound my ftrains ! 

Thus fang the fhepherds till th'approach of night, 
The fkies yet blufhing with departing light, 
When falling dews with fpangles deck'd the glade, 
And the low fun had lengthen'd ev'ry fhade. 100 

Imitat ions. 
Vfr. 82. Or tvbat ill eyes] 

Ncfcio quis teneros oculus mihi fafcinat agnos. 
Vxr. gp. Nunc fcio quid fit Amor : duro in cotvW&'Ctoam, t&t* 



WINTER. 

THE 

FOURTH PASTORAL, 

O R 

DAPHNE. 

To the Memory of Mrs. Tempest. 



l y ,c i d a s. 

THyrsis, the muiic of that murm'ring fpring 
Is not fo mournful as the ftrains you fing. 
Nor rivers winding thro' the vales below, 
So fweetly warble, or fo fmoothly flow. 

Notes. 

Mrs. TempeflJ] This Lady was of an ancient family in York 
/hire, and particularly admired by the Author's friend Mr 
Wal/h, who, having celebrated her in a Paftoral Elegy, defire< 

Imitation?, 
Ver. i. Tbyrfis, the mujic, etc.] 
'AM n, etc, Theocr. Idyl. i. 
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Now Sleeping flocks on their foft fleeces lie, $ 

The moon, ferene in glory, mounts the fky, 
While filent bhjls forget their tuneful lays, 
Oh fing of Daphne's fate, and Daphne's praife ! 

T H Y R S I s. 

Behold the groves that fhine with filver froft, 

Their beauty wither'd, and their verdure loft. 10 

Here fhall I try the fweet Alexis' ftrain, 

That caird the lift'ning Dryads to the plain ? 

Tluynes heard the numbers as he flow'd along, 

And bade his willows learn the moving fong. 
*•» 

L Y C I D A S. 

So may kind rains their vital moifture yield, 1 5 
,And %ell the future harveft of the field. 
Begin ; this charge the dying Daphne gave, 

And faid, " Ye fhepherds, fing around my grave !" 

► 

Notes, 

his friend to do the fame, as appears from one of his Letters, 
dated Sept. 9, 1706. " Your laft Eclogue being on the fame 
" fubjecl with mine on Mrs. Tempeft's death, I mould take it 
" very kindly in you to give it a little turn, as if it were to 
*' the memory of the fame lady." Her death having happened 
on the night of the great ftorm in 1703, gave a propriety to 
this eclogue, which in its general turn alludes to it. The fcene 
of the Paftoral lies in a grove, the time at midnight. 

Imitations. 
VtR. 13. Thames beard, etc.] 

Audiit Eurotas, jufiitque cdifcere lauros. Virg. * 

Vol. I. D 



34 PASTORALS. 

Sing, while befide the (haded tomb I mourn, 
And with frefh bays her rural fhrine adorn. 

THYRSIS. 

Ye gentle Mufes, leave your cryftal rpring, 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cyprefs garlands bring 
Ye weeping Loves, the ftream with myrtles hide 
And break your bows as when Adonis dy'd ; 
And with your golden darts, now ufelefs grown, 
lnfcribe a verfe on this relenting (tone : 
" Let nature change, let heav'n and earth deplo 
" Fair Daphne's dead, and love is now no more 

'Tis done, and nature's various charms decay, 
See gloomy clouds obfcure the chearful day ! 
Now hung with pearls the dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours fcatterM on her bier. 
See, where on earth the flow'ry glories lie, 
With her they flourifh'd, and with her they die. 
Ah what avail the beauties nature wore ? 3 

Fair Daphne's dead, and beauty is no more ! 

For her the flocks refufe their verdant food, 
The thirfty heifers fhun the gliding flood, 

Variations. 

Ver. 29. Originally thus in the MS. 

'Tis done, and nature's chang'd fince you are gone j 
Behold the clouds have put their Mourning on. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 23, 24, 25. 

Inducite fontibus umbras— 
Et tumulmn facite, et tumuio (u?craddite carmen. 
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er fwans her haplefs fate bemoan, 
more fad than when they fing their own ; 
w caves fweet Echo (ilent lies, 41 

>r only to her name replies ; 
ne with pleafure once me taught the fhore* 
iphne's dead, and pleafure is no more ! 
-ateful dews defcend from ev'ning fkies, 45 
rning odours from the flowVs arife ; 
perfumes refrefli the fruitful field, 
jrant herbs their native incenfe yield, 
my Zephyrs, filent fince her death, 
the ceafing of a fweeter breath ; 50 

uftrious bees neglect their golden (lore ! 
phne's dead, and fweetncfs is no more ! 
more the mounting larks, while Daphne 
ings, 

t'ning in mid air fufpend their wings; 
e the birds (hall imitate her lays, 55 

'd with wonder, hearken from the (prays : 
e the (beams their murmurs (fcall forbear, 
er mufic than their own to hear, 
the reeds, and tell the vocal (hore, 
iphne's dead, and mufic is no more ? 6q 
r ate is whifper'd by the gentle breeze, 
d in fighs to all the trembling trees ; 
mbling trees," in ev'ry plain and wood, 
; remurmur to the (ilver flood ; 
rer flood, fo lately calm, appears 65 

with new paflion, and o'erflows yn& \fe*x* \ 
D 2 
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The winds and trees and floods her death deplore, 
Daphne, our grief! our glory now no more ! 

But fee ! where Daphne wond'ring mounts on high 
Above the clouds, above the ftarry iky ! 70 

Eternal beauties grace the mining fcene, 
Fields ever frefh, and groves for ever green f 
There while you reft in Amaranthine bow'rs, 
Or from thofe meads felect unfading flow'rs, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 75 
Daphne, our Goddefs, and our grief no more ! 

L Y C I D A s. 
How all things Men, while thy Mufe complains ! 
Such filence waits on Philomela's ftrains, 
In fome flill ev'ning, when the whiip'ring breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 80 
To thee, bright goddefs, oft a lamb fhall bleed, 
If teeming ewes encreafe my fleecy breed. 
While plants their fhade, or flowVs their odours give, 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praife (hall live ( 

Variations. 

Vzr. 83. Originally thus in the MS. 

While vapours rife, and driving fnows defcend, 
Thy honour, name, and praife fhall never end» 

Imitations. 

Ver. 69, 70, miratur limen Olympi, 

Sub pedibufque videt nubes et fydera DaphniSi Vlrp 

Vir. 81. illius aram ' ti 

Saepe tencr noftris ab ovilibus imbuet agnus. Virg. 
I 
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THYRSIS, 
But fee, Orion fheds unwholefome dews ; 85 
Arife, the pines a noxious made diiFufe ; 
Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muft Time obey. 
Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, dreams and groves, 
Adieu, ye fhepherd's rural lays and loves ; 90 

Adieu, my flocks ; farewell, ye fylvaij crew ; 
Daphne, farewell ; and all the world adieu ! 

Notes. 

Ver. Sg, etc.] Thefe four Jaft lines allude to the feveral 
iubjects of the four Paftorals, and to the feveral fcenes of them, 
particularized Bfcfore in each. 

Imitations. 

Ver. 86. folet eflTe gravis cantantibus umbra, 

Juniperi gravis umbra. Virg. 

Ver. 88. Time conquers all, etc. 

Omnia vincit amor, et nos cedamus amori. 

Vid. etiam Sannazarii Eel. et Spenfer's Calendar. 
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M E S S I A II. 

A 

Sacred Eclogue, 

In Imitation of 

VI RGIL's POLLIO. 



Advertifement. 



IN reading feveral paflages of the Prophet Hkiah, which 
foretell the coming of Chrift and the felicities attending it, 
I could not but obferve a remarkable parity between many of 
the thoughts, and thofe in the Pollio of Virgil. This will 
not feem furprifing, when we reflect, that the Eclogue was 
taken from a Sibylline prophecy on the fame fubje&. One 
may judge that Virgil did not copy it line by line, but fele&ed 
iuch ideas as beft agreed with the nature of paftoral poetry, 
and difpofed them in that manner which ferved moft to beautify 
his piece. I have endeavoured the fame in this imitation of 
him, though without admitting any thing of my own 5 fince it 
was written with this particular view, that the reader, by 
comparing the feveral thoughts, might fee how far the images 
and defcriptions of the Prophet are fuperior to thofe of the 
Poet. But as I fear I have prejudiced them by my manage- 
ment, I mail fubjoin the paflages of Ifaiah, and thofe of Virgil, 
under the fame difadvantage of a literal tranflation. P. 



M E S S I A H. 

A 

Sacred Eclogue, 

In Imitation of Virgil's Pollio. 

YE Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the fong : 
To heav'nly themes fublimer ftrains belong. 
The mofly fountains, and the fylvan fliades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more— O thou my voice infpire j 

Who touch'd Ifaiah's hallow'd lips with fire ! 

Rapt into future times, the Bard begun: 
A Virgin fhall conceive, A Virgin bear a Son ! 

Imitations. 
Vei. 8. A Virgin /ball conceive— All crimes Jball ceafc, etc.] 
Vi*g. E. iv. f 6. 

Jam redit et Virgo, redcunt Saturnia regna ; 
Jam nova progenies coelo demittltur alto. 
Te duce, fi qua manent fceleris veftigia noftri, 
Irrita perpetua folvent formidine terras— 
Pacatumque reget patriis virtutibus orbem. 
<f Now the Virgin returns, now the kingdom of Saturn 
€t returns, now a new progeny is fent down from high heaven. 
•' By means of thee, whatever reliques of our crimes remain, 
<€ fhall be wiped away, and free the world from perpetual fears. 
tf He mall govern the earth in peace, with the virtues of his 
« Father. 
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From a JefTe's root behold a branch arife, 
Whofe facred flow'r with fragrance fills the fkies ! 
Th' iEtherial fpirit o'er its leaves ihall move, i 
And on its top defcends the my flic Dove. 
v Ye b Heav'ns ! from high the dewy nettar pour, 
And in foft filence fhed the kindly fhow'r ! 
The c fick and weak the healing plant fhall aid, i 
From ftorms a fhelter, and from heat a fhade. 
All crimes fhall ceafe, and ancient fraud fhall fail 
Returning d Jufticc lift aloft her fcale ; 
Peace o'er the world her olive wand extend, 
And white-rob'd Innocence from heav'n defcend. 
Swift fly the years, and rife th' expected morn ! 2 
Oh fpring to light, aufpicious Babe, be born ! 
See Nature haftes her earlieft wreaths to bring, 
With all the incenfe of the breathing fpring ; 

Imitations, 

Isaiah, Ch. vii. jr 14. " Behold a Virgin fhall conceive ai 
u bear a Son.— Chap. ix. f 6,7. Unto us a Child is bon 
" unto us a Son is given ; the Prince of Peacr : of the increa 
" of his government, and of his peace, there fhall be no enc 
" Upon the throne of David, and upon his kingdom, to ord 
" and to ftablifh it, with judgment, and with juftice, for ev 
u and ever. 

Vii, 23. See Nature bafles, etc.] 
ViRG.E.iv. j*i8. 

At tibi prima, puer, nullo munufcula cultu, 
Errantes hederas paffim cum baccare tellus, 

alfai.xi.tfi. >Ch.xlv.*8. cCh.xxv.jf4. dCh.ix.tf 
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lee e lofty Lebanon his head advance, 25 

lee nodding forefts on the mountains dance : 

lee fpicy clouds from lowly Saron rife, 

ind Carmers flow'ry top perfumes the ikies ! 

lark ! a glad voice the lonely defert chears j 

'repare the f way ! a God, a God appears : 30 

• , Imitations. 

Mixtaque ridenti colocafia fundet acantho— 

Ipfa tibi blandos fundent cunabula flores. 
" For thee, O Child, fliall the earth, without being tilled, 
< produce her early offerings 5 winding ivy, mixed with Baccar i 
f and Colocafia with fmiling Acantbui, Thy cradle flaall pour 
( forth pleafing flowers about thee. 

Isaiah, Ch. xxxv. f 1. " The wildernefs and the folitary 
f place fhall be glad, and the defert fliall rejoice and bloflbm as 
' the rofe." Ch. lx. •$ 13. « The glory of Lebanon fliall come 
' unto thee, the fir-tree, the pine-tree, and the box together, 
' to beautify the place of thy fancluary. 

Vjer. 29. Hark ! a glad Voice, etc] 
iTirg. E. iv. ^46. 

Aggredere o magnos, aderit jam tempus, honpres, 

Gara deum foboles, magnum Jovis incrementum— 

Ipfi laetitia voces ad fydera ja&ant 

Intonfi montes, ipfae jam carmina rupes, 

Ipfa fonant arbufta, Deus, deus ille Menalca ! E. r. f 62. 
* f Oh come and receive the mighty honours : the time draws 
1 nigh, O beloved offspring of the Gods, O great encreafe of 
( Jove! The uncultivated mountains fend fhouts of joy to 
• the ftars, the very rocks fing in verfe, the very fhrubs cry 
f oct, A God, a God ! 

•Ch, xxxv. 2. fCh.xl. 3*3,4, 
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A God, a God ! the vocal hills reply, 
The rocks proclaim th' approaching Deity. 
Lo, earth receives him from the bending ikies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains, and, ye valleys, rife: 
With heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
Be fmooth, ye rocks - 9 ye rapid floods, give way 
The Saviour comes I by ancient bards foretold : 
Hear 6 him, ye deaf, and, all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films fhall purge the vifual ray, 
And on the fightlefs eye-ball pour the day : 
*Tis he th' obftru&ed paths of found fhall clear, 
And bid new mufic charm th 1 unfolding ear : 
The dumb fhall fing, the lame his crutch forego 3 
And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 
No figh, no murmur the wide world fhall hear, 
From ev'ry face he wipes off evVy tear. 
In h adamantine chains fhall Death be bound, 
And Hell's grim tyrant feel th' eternal wound. 

Imitations. 

Isaiah, Ch. xl. f 3,4. « The voice of him that cryetl 
" the wildernefs, Prepare ye the way of the Lord ! make fti 
<s in the defert a high way for our God ! Every valley flial 
" exalted, and every mountain and hill fhall be made low, 
* the crooked fhall be made ftrait, and the rough places phu 
Ch. iv. f 23. " Break forth into finging, ye mountains ! 
" foreft, and every tree therein ! for the Lord hath redeei 
" Ifratl. 

* Ch. xlii. f 18. Ch. xxxv. f 5, 6. ** Ch. xxr. f 8. 
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As the good ifhepherds tends his fleecy care, 
Seeks frefheft pafture and the pureft air, 50 

Explores the loft, the wand'ring fheep directs, 
By day o'erfees them, and by night protects, 
The tender lambs he raifes in his arms, 
Feeds from his hand, and in his bofom warms ; 
Thus fhall mankind his guardian care engage, 5$ 
The promis'd k father of the future age. 
No more (hall 1 nation againft nation rife, 
Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming fteel be cover'd o'er, 
The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more ; 60* 

But ufelefs lances into fcythes fhall bend, 
And the broad faulchion in a plow-fhare end. 
Then palaces fhall rife ; the joyful m Son 
Shall finifh what his fhort-liv'd Sire begun ; 
Their vines a fhadow to their race fhall yield, 65 
And the fame hand that fcw'd, (hall reap the field. 
The fwain in barren n deferts with furprize 
See lilies fpring, and fudden verdure rife ; 

Imitations. 
V**. 67. The fwain in barren deferts] Virg. E. iv. f 28. 
Molli paulatim flavefcet campus arifta, 
Jncultifque rubens pendcbit fentibus uva, 
Et durae-queixus fudabunt rofcida mella. 
€€ The fields fhall grow yellow with ripen' d ears, and the red 
'* grape fhall hang upon the wild brambles, and the hard oak.8 
«' fhall diftill honey like dew. 

i Ch. xl. f 11. kCh. ix. f 6, 1 Ch. ii. 3^4. « Ch. lxv. 
f 21, 22. n Ch. xxxv, 1, 7. 
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And Harts amidft the thirty wilds to hear 

£Jew falls of water murmuring in his ear. ;d 

On rifted rocks, the dragon's late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrufti nods. 

Wafte fandy ° valleys, once perplex'd with thorn, 

The fpiry fir and fhapely box adorn : 

To leaflefs fhrubs the flow'ry palms fucceed fc 75 

And od'rous myrtle to the noifom weed. 

The P lambs with wolves mail graze the verdant mead* 

And boys in flow'ry bands the tiger lead t 

Imitations. 
Isaiah, Gh. xxxy. f 7. " The parched ground fhall become 
** a pool, and the thirfty land fprings of water : In the habita J 
* c tions where dragons lay, fliaH be grafs, and reeds and niflies." 
Ch. lv. f 1 3. " Inftead of the thorn fliall come up the fir-tree,- 
" and inftead of the briar fliall come up the myrtle-tree. 
Ver. 77. Tbs Jambs loitb wolves, etc.] Virg. E. iv. ^ 21, 
Ipfas la&e domum referent diftenta capellas 
Ubera, nee magnos metuent armenta leones— 
Occidet et ferpens, et fallax herba veneni 
Occidet.— 
" The goats fliall bear to the fold their udders diftended with 
" milk : nor fliall the herds be afraid of the greateft lions. The 
" ferpent fliall die, and the herb that conceals poifon fliall die. 

Isaiah, Ch.xi. $ 16, etc. " The wolf fliall dwell with the 
* l lamb, and the leopard fliall lie down with the kid, and the calf 
" and the young lion and the fading together : and a little child 
* ( fliall lead them.— And tfie lion fliall eat ftraw like the ox. 
" And the fucking child fliall play on the hole of the afp, and 
" the weaned child fliall put his hand on the den of the cockatrice. 
° Ch. xli. f 19. and Ch. lv. f 13. P Ch. xi. y 6, 7, 8. 
2 
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The fteer and lion at one crib (hall meet, 
And harmlefs «! ferpents lick the pilgrim's feet. 80 
The fmiling infant in his hand lhall take 
The crefted bafilifk and fpeckled fnake, 
Pleas 'd the green luflre of the fcales furvey, 
And with their forky tongue fhall innocently play. 
Rife, crown'd with light, imperial r Salem, rife ! 85 
Exalt thy tow'ry head, and lift thy eyes ? 
See, a long f race thy fpacious courts adorn; 
See future fons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crouding ranks on ev'ry fide arife, 
Demanding life, impatient for the Ikies ! 90 

See barb'rous l nations at thy gates attend, 
Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 
See thy bright altars throng' d with proftrate khrif^ 
And heap'd with products of v Sabaean fprings ! . 
For thee Idume's fpicy forefts blow, 95 

And feeds of gold in Ophir's mountains glow. 

Imitations. 

Ver. 85. Rife, crown'd with fight, imperial Salem, rife!] 

The thoughts of Ifaiah, which compofe the latter part of the 

poem, are wonderfully elevated, and much above thofe general 

exclamations of Virgil, which make the loftieft part of his Pollio. 

Magnus ab integro fzclorum nafcitur ordo ! 

— toto furget gens aurea mundo ! 

— incipient magni procedere menfes ! 
Afpice, venturo lsetentur ut omnia feclo ! etc. 

*Ch.lxv. ^25. 'Ch. he. ^ f . fCh.lx.^4. 

tCh.lx.3^3. vch.lx.y6. 
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See heav'n its fparkling portals wide difplay, 

And break upon thee in a flood of day. 

No more the rifmg w Sun fhall gild the morn, 

Nor ev'ning Cynthia fill her filver horn ; i oo 

But loft, difiblv'd in thy fuperior rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 

O'erflow thy courts : the Light himfelf fhall fhine 

ReveaTd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

The x feas fhall wafte, the fides in fmoke decay, 105 

Rocks fall to duft, and mountains melt away ; 

But fix'd his word, his faving powV remains ; 

Thy realm for ever lafts, thy own Messiah reigns ! 

Imitations. 
TURfceader needs only to turn to the paflages of Ifaiah, hen 
cited. 

w Ch. lx. f 1 9, ao. * Ch. li. f 6. and Ch. liv. f 10. 
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WINDSOR-FOREST: 

To the Right Honourable 

George Lord Lansd o w n. 



THY forefts, Windforf and thy green retreats, 
At once the Monarch's and the Mufc's feats, 
Invite my lays. Be prefent, fylvan maids I 
Unlock your fprings, and open all your fhades. 
Granville commands ; your aid, O Mufes bring ! 
What Mufe for Granville can rcfufe to fing ! £> 

V AP I A T I OK 8. 

V«R. 3, etc. Originally thus, 

Chafte goddefs of the woods, 
Nymphs of the vales, and Naids of the floods, 
Lead me thro 1 arching bow'rs, and glimmering glades. 
Unlock your fprings — 

Notes. 
This Poem was written at two different times : the firft p.nt 
of it, which relates to the country, in the year 1704, at. t);c 
fame time with the Paflorals : the latter part was not added i.ll 
the year 17 13, in which it was publifhed. 

Imitations. 
Vek, 6. neget quis carmina Gallo ? V:ri». 

E 2 
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The Groves of Eden vaniftTd now fo long, 
Live in defcription, and look green in fong : 
Thefe, were my breaft infpir'd with equal flame. 
Like rhem in beauty, mould be like in fame. 10 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water feem to ftrive again ; 
Not Chaos -like together crufh'd and bruis'd, 
But, as the world, harmonioufly confus'd : 
Where order in variety we fee, 15 

And where, tho' all things differ, all agree. 
Here waving groves a chequer'd fcene difplay, 
And part admit, and part exclude the day ; 
As fome coy nymph her lover's warm addrefs 
Nor quite indulges, nor can quite reprefs. 20 

There, interfpers'd in lawns and op'ning glades, 
Thin trees arife that fhun each other's fhades. 
Here in full light the ruiTct plains extend : 
There wrapt in clouds the blueilh hills afcend. 
Ev'n the wild heath difplay s her purple dyes, 25 
And 'midfr. the defert fruitful fields arife, 
That crown'd with tufted trees and fpringing corn, 
Like verdant ifles the fable wafte adorn. 

Variations. 

Ver. 25. Originally thus ; 

Why fhould I fing our better funs or air, 
Whofe vital draughts prevent the leach's care, 
While thro* frefh fields th' tnhVning odours breathe, 
Or fpread with vernal blooms the purple heath ? 



WINDSOR. FORE' ST. 53 

Let India boaft her plants, nor envy we 

The weeping amber or the balmy tree, 30 

While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 

And realms commanded which thofe trees adorn. 

Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 

Tho' Gods affembled grace his tow'ring height, 

Than what more humble mountains offer here, 35 

Where, in their bleffings, all thofe Gods appear. 

See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown'd ; 

Here blufhing Flora paints th* enamePd ground, 

Here Ceres' gifts in waving profpeft Hand, 

And nodding tempt the joyful reaper's hand ; 40 

Rich Induftry fits fmiling on the plains, 

And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 

Not thus the land appear'd in ages paft, 
A dreary defert, and a gloomy wafte, 
To favage beafts and favage laws a prey, 45 

And kings more furious and fevere than they; 
Who claim'd the ikies, dispeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods : 
Cities laid wafte, they ftorm'd the dens and caves, 
(For wifer brutes were backward to be flaves,) 50 

Variations. 
Ver. 49. Originally thus in the MS. 

From towns laid wafte, to dens and caves they ran 
(For who firft ftoop'd to be a flave was man.) 

Notes. 
Ver. 45. favage laws] The ForeftLaws. 

E 3 
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What could be free, whenlawlefs beads obey'd, 

And ev'n the elements a Tyrant fway'd ? 

In vain kind feafons fwell'd the teeming grain, 

Soft fhowVs diftiird, and funs grew warm in vain; 

The fwain with tears his fruftrate labour yields, 55 

And famiuYd dies amidft his ripen'd fields. 

What wonder then, a bead or fubject flain 

Were equal crimes in a defpotic reign ? 

Both doom'd alike, for fportive Tyrants bled, 

But while the fubjeft ftarv'd, the biaft was fed. 60 

Proud Nimrod firft the bloody chace began, 

A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : 

Our haughty Norman boafts that barb'rous name, 

And makes his trembling flaves the royal game. 64 

The fields are raviuYd from th* induftrious fwains, 

PVom men their cities, and from Gods their fanes : 

Variations. 
Vr.n. 5-% etc. 

No wonder favages or fubjects flain— 
But fubjects ftarv'd, while favages were fed. 
It was originally thus, but the word favages is not properly ap- 
plied to beafts but to men ;, which occafioned the alteration. 
Notes. 
Ver. 65. The fields are ravijtfd etc.] Alluding to the de- 
ftruction made in the New Foreft, and the Tyrannies exercifed 
there by William I. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 65. The fields are raviflfd from th* induflrious ftvains, 
From men their cities, and from Gods their fanes ;]Tranflated from 

Tcmpla adimit divis, fora civibus, arva colonis, 
*n oli monkifli writer, I forget who. 
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The levelled towns wj$i weeds lie covefd o'er* 
The hollow wiads tfao' naked temple* roar; 
Round broken columns jclafping ivy twin'd j 
O'er heaps of ruin flalk'd the ftately hind; 70 

The fox obfeen* to gaping tombs retires, 
And favage howlings fill the (acred quires. 
Aw'd by his Nobles, by his Commons curft, 
Th' OpprefTor rul'd tyrannic where he durft, 
Stretch'd o'er the Poor and Church Jiis iron rod, 75 
And ferv'd alike his Vaflals and his God. 
Whom ev'n the Saxon fpar'd, and bloody Dane, * 
The wanton viclims of his (port rernain. 
But fee, the man, who fpacious regions ga\Ge 
A wafte for beafts, himfelf deny'd a grave-f 80 

Stretched on the lawn his fecond hope furvey, 
At once the chafer, and at once the pisey : 
Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 
Bleeds in the foreft like a wounded hart. 
Succeeding monarchs heard the fubje&s cries, 85 
Nor faw difpleas'd the peaceful cottage rife, 
Then gath'ring flocks on .unknown .mountains fed, 
O'er fandy wilds were yellow harveib fpreafl, 
The forefts wonder'd at th' unufual grain, 
And fecret traniport.touch'd the confeious fwain. 

Var iations. 
Ver. 72. And wolves with howling fill afr.] 
The Author thought this an error, wolves not being common 
in England at the time of the Conqueror, 
Imitations. 
Ver. 89. Miraturque novas frondes et non fua poma. Vjrg. 

E 4 
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Fair Liberty, Britannia's Goddefs, rears <p 

Her chearful head, and leads the golden yean. 
Ye vigVous fwains f while youth ferments yw 
blood, 
And purer fpirits fwell the fprightly flood, 
Now range the hills, the gamerul woods befet, 95 
Wind the flirill horn, or fpread the waving net. 
When milder autumn fummer's heat fucceeds, 
And in the new-fhorn field the partridge feeds, 
Before his lord the ready fpaniel bounds, 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrowed grounds; 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 101 
Couch'd dofe he lies, and meditates the prey; 
Secure they truft th' unfaithful field befet, 
'Till hov'ring o'er 'em fweeps the fwelling net 

Variations. 
Ver. 91. 

Oh may no more a foreign mailer's rage, 
With wrongs yet legal, curfe a future age ! 

* Still fpread, fair Liberty! thy hcav'nly wings, 
Breath plenty on the fields, and fragrance on the fprings. 

Ver. 97. 
When yellow autumn fummer's heat fucceeds, 
And into wine the purple harveft bleeds a^ 
The partridge feeding in the new-morn fields, 
Both morning fports and ev'ning pleafurcs yields. 

* Perhaps the Author thought it not allowable to defend 
the feafon by a cirenmftance not proper to our climate, the 
^ntage. 

X 
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Thus (if {mall things we may with great compare) 
When Albion fends her eager fons to war, 106 

Some thoughtlefs Town, with eafe and plenty blefl. 
Near, and more near, the clofing lines inveft ; 
Sudden they feize th' amaz'd, defencelefs prize, 
And high in air Britannia's flandard flies. no 

See ! from the brake the whirring pheafant fprings, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy ; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah ! what avail his glofly, varying dyes, 1 1 5 

His purple creft, and fcarled-circled eyes, 
The vivid green his mining plumes unfold, 
His painted wings, and breafl that flames with gold ? 

Nor yet, when moift Ar&urus clouds the fky, 
The woods and fields their pleating toils deny. 1 20 
To plains with well-breath'd beagles we repair, 
And trace the mazes of the circling hare : 
(Beafts, urg'd by us, their fellow-beafts purfue, 
And learn of man each other to undo ) 1 24 

VAK I AT IONS. 

Ver. 107. It flood thus in the firft Editions : 
Pleas'd, in the Gen'rals fight, the hoft lie down 
Sudden before fome unfufpe&ing town j 
' The young, the old, one inftant makes our prize, 
And o'er their captive heads Britannia's ftandard flies. 
Imitations. 
Ver. 115. nee te tua plurima, Pantheu, 

• Labentem pietas, ?el Apollinis infula tcxit. Virg. 
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With flanght'iiog guns th' nowearyM fonder re 
When frofts have whiteti'd all the naked groin 
Where doves in flocks the ieaAefs trees o'erih* 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the wat'rv glade 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye ; 
Strait a fhort thunder breaks the frozen flcy : 
Oft, as in airy rings they ikim the heath, 
The clanVrous lapwings feel the leaden death : 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes prepare 
They fail, and 'leave their little lives in air. 

In genial fpring, beneath the quivVing 4had< 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the «aea 
The patient fifher takes his filent ftend, 
Intent, his angle trembling in his hand : 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the fcaly brecc 
And eyes the dancing cork, and bending reet 
Our plenteous ftreams a various race fupply, 
The bright-ey'd perch with 'fins of Tyrian dy< 
The filver eel, in fhining volumes roll'd, 
The yellow carp, in fcales bedrop'd with gold 
Swift trouts, diverfify'dwith crimfon ftains, 
And pykes, the tyrants of the watry plains. 

Variations. 
Ver. 126. O'er ruftliijg leaves around the naked grov 
Ver. 129. The fowler lifts his levelPd tube on high. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 134, Pszecipites alta vitam fub nube relinquunt. 

V 
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Now Cancer glows with Phoebus' fiery car : 
The youth rulh eager to the fylvan war, 
Swarm o'er the lawns, the fbreft walks furround, 
Rouze the fleet hart, and chear the opening hound. 
Th' impatient courfer pants in ev'ry vein, 151 

And pawing, feems to beat the diftant plain : 
Hills, vales, and floods appear already crofs'd, 
And e'er he ftarts, a thoufand Heps are loft. 1 54 
See the bold youth ftrain up the threat' ning fteep, 
Rufh thro' the thickets, down the valleys fweep, 
Hang o'er their courfers heads with eager {peed, 
And earth rolls back beneath the flying fteed. 
Let old Arcadia boaft her ample plain* 
Th' immortal huntrefs, and her virgin-tram ; 160 
Nor envy, Windfor ! fince thy fhades have feen 
As bright a Goddefs, and as chafte a Queen ; 
Whofe care, like hers, protects the fylvan reign, 
The Earth's fair light, and Emprefs of the Main. 

Here too, 'tis fung, of old Diana firay'd, 165 
And Cynthus' top forfook for Windfor (hade; 
Here was fhe feem o'er airy waftes to rove, 
Seek the clear fpring, or haunt the pathlefs grove ; 

Notes, 
Ver. 162. Queen Anne. 

Imitations* 
Ver. 151. TV impatient courfer, etc.] Tranflated from 
Statius, 

Stare adeo mifcrum eft, percunt veftigla mille 

Ante fugam, abfentemquc ferit gravis unguia caxnp urn. 
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Here arm'd with filver bows, in early <iawn, 
Her bufkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. i;e 

Above the reft a rural nymph was fam'd, 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nara'd; 
(Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caft, 
The Mufe (hall fmg, and what fhe fings'fhal! Id.) 
Scarce could the Goddefs from her nymph be known, 
But by the crefcent and the golden zone. 176 

She fconTd the praife of beauty, and the care ; 
A belt her waift, a fillet binds her hair; 
A painted quiver on her fhoulder founds, 
And with her dart the flying deer fhe wounds. 
It chane'd, as eager of the chace, the maid 
Beyond the foreft's verdant limits flray'd, 180 

Pan faw and lov'd, and burning with defire 
Purfu'd her flight, her flight increas'd his fire. 
Not half fo fwift the trembling doves can fly, 
When the fierce eagle cleaves the liouid ikv ; 
Not half fo fwiftly the fxree eagle moves, 1 ?; 

When thro' the clouds he drives the trembling dove:; 
As from the God fhe flew with furious pace, 
Or as fhe God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 

Imitations. 
Vf.r. 175. 

Nee pofitu variare comas; uM fibula veftem, 
Vitta coercuerat nc^Jectos alba capillos. Ovid. 

Vf.r. 183, 186. 

Ut fugere accipitrcm penna trepidant? colurnbrr 

Ut folet accipitcr trepidas agitire columbas. Ovid. 
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Now fainting, finking, pale, the nymph appears ; 

Now clofe behind, his founding fteps fhe hears ; 

And now his ihadow reach'd her as (he run, 191 

His Ihadow lengthen'd by the fetting fun ; 

And now his fhorter breath, with fultry air, 

Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair. 

In vain on father Thames fhe calls for aid, 1 95 

Nor could Diana help her injured maid. 

Faint, breathlefs, thus fhe pray'd, norpray'd in vain; 

" Ah Cynthia ! ah — tho' banifh'd from thy train, 

" Let me, O let me, to the fhades repair, 

" My native fhades — there weep, and murmur there. 

She faid, and melting as in tears fhe lay, 201 

In a foft, filver ftream difTolv'd away. 

The filver ftream her virgin coldnefs keeps, 

For ever murmurs, and for ever weeps ; 

Still bears the name the haplefs virgin bore, 205 

And bathes the foreft where fhe rang'd before. 

In her chafte current oft the Goddefs laves, 

And with celeflial tears augments the waves. 

Notes. 
Vzr. 205. Still bears the name] The River Loddon. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 191, 194. 

Sol erat a tergo : vidi praecedere longam 
Ante pedes umbram : nifi fi timor ilia videbat. 
Sed certe fonituque pedum terrebar ; et ingens 
Crinales vittas a/Habat anhelitus oris. 
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Oft in her glafs the mufing Ihepherd fpies 
The headlong mountains and the downward fkies, 
The wat'ry landikip of the pendant woods, z\ i 
And abfent trees that tremble in the floods ; 
In the clear azure gleam the flocks are feen, 
And floating forefts paint the waves with green, 
Thro' the fair fcene roll flow the lingering ftreams, 
Then foaming pour along, and ruih into the Thames. 

Thou too, great father of the Britifh floods ! 
With joyful pride furvey'ft our lofty woods ; 
Where tow 'ring oaks their growing honours rear, 
And future navies on thy mores appear, 220 

Not Neptune's felf from all her flreams receives 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. 
No feas fo rich, fo gay no banks appear, 
No lake fo gentle, and no fpring fo clear. 
Nor Po fo fwells the fabling Poet's lays, 225 

While led along the Ikies his current ftrays, 
As thine, which vifits Windfor's fam'd abodes, 
To grace the manfion of our earthly Gods : 

Variations. 
Ver. 233. 

.Happy the man, who to the fhades retires, 
But doubly happy, if the Mufe infpires ! 
Blefl whom the fweets of home-felt quiet pleafe j 
But far more bleft, who fludy joins with eafe. 

No t e s. 
Ver. 209. Oft in her glafs, etc.] Thefe fix lines were added 
after the firft writing of this poem. 
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for all his ftars above a luftre {how, 
,ike the bright beauties on thy banks below ; 230 
VTiere Jove, fubdu'd by mortal paflion ftill, 
flight change Olympus for a nobler hill. 

Happy the man whom this bright Court approves, 
lis SovVeign favours, and his country loves : 
lappy next him, who to the ihades retires, 235 
yhom Nature charms, and whom the Mufe infpiree: 
Vhom humbler joys of home- felt quiet pleaie, 
occeflive Study, exercife, and eafe. 
le gathers health from herbs the fbrefl yields, 
ind of their fragrant phytic fpoils the fields : 24a 
/ith chemic art exalts the minVaJ powYs, 
ind draws the aromatic fouls of flow'rs : 
low marks the courfe of rolling orbs on high ; 
)'er hgur'd worlds 'Sow travels with his eye; 
)f ancient writ unlocks the learned £ore, 245 

'onfults the dead, and lives paft ages o'er : 
)r wand'ring thoughtful in the filent woo4> 
ittends the duties of the wife and good, 
"'obferve a mean, be to-himfelf a friend, 
\> follow nature, and regard his end i 250 

Variations. 
Ver. 231. It Good thus in the MS, 

And force great Jove, if Jove's a lover ftill, 
To change Olympus, etc • 

Imitations. 
Ver. 349, 250. Servarcanodamfinemqwe 'tenets, 

Naturamque ferna, Lucr« 
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Or looks on heav'n with more than mortaji eyes, 

Bids his free foul expatiate in the flues, 

Amid her kindred ftars familiar roam, 

Survey the region, and confefs her home f 

Such was the life great Scipio once admir'd, zj 

Thus Atticus, and Trumbal thus retir'd. 

Ye facred Nine ! that all my foul poffefs, 
Whofe raptures fire me, and whofe vifions blefs, 
Bear me, oh bear me to fequefter'd fcenes, 
The bow'ry mazes, and furrounding greens * 26 
To Thames' s banks which fragrant breezes fill, 
Or where ye Mufes fport on Cooper's Hill. 
(On Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths fhall grow, 
While lafts the mountain, or while Thames iha 

flow) 
I feem thro' confecrated walks to rove, z( 

I hear foft mufic die along the grove : 
Led by the found, I roam from made to (hade, 
By god-like poets venerable made : 

Variations. 

Vzr. 265. It flood thus in the MS. 

Methinks around your holy fcenes I rove, 
And hear your mufic echoing thro* the grove : 
With tranfport vifit each infpiring ihade 
By God-like Poets venerable made. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 259. O qui me gelidis, etc. Virg. 
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Here his firft lays majeftic Denham fung; 
There the laft numbers flowed from Cowley's 
tongue. 270 

O early loft ! what tears the river fhed, 
When the fad pomp along his banks was led ? 
His drooping fwans on ev'ry note expire, 
Aud on his willows hung each Mufe's lyre. 

Since fate relendefs ftop'd their heav'nly voices 5 
No more the forefts ring, or groves rejoice ; 
Who now fhali charm the fhades, where Cowley 

fining 
His living harp, and lofty Denham fung ? 
But hark ! the groves rejoice, the foreft rings ! 
Are thefe revived ? or is it Granville lings ! 280 
'Tis yours, my Lord, to blefs our foft retreats, 
And call the Mufes to their ancient feats ; 
To paint anew the flow'ry fylvan fcenes, 
To crown the forefts with immortal greens, 
Make Windfor-hills in lofty numbers rife, 285 

And lift her turrets nearer to the fkies j 

Varia tions. 

Ver. 273. 

What fighs, what murmurs fill'd the vocal fhore! 
His tuneful fwans were heard to fing no more. 

Notes. 
Ver. 270. There the laft numbers fionu d from Qnuleyt tongue."] 
Mr. Cowley died at Chertfey, on the borders of the foreft, and 
was from thence conveyed to Weftminfter. 

Vol. I. F 
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To fing thofe honours you deferve to wear, 
And add new luftre to her filver ftar. 

Here noble Surrey felt the facred rage, 
Surrey, the Granville of a former age : 290 
Matchlefs his pen, vi&orious was his lance, 
Bold in the lifts, and graceful in the dance : 
In the fame fhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 
To the fame notes, of love, and foft defire : 
Fair Geraldine, bright objed of his vow, 295 

Then fuTd the groves, as heav'nly Mira now. 

Oh woukTft thou fing what heroes Windfor 
bore, 
What kings firft breath 'd upon her winding fliore, 
Or raife old warriors, whole ador'd remains 
In weeping vaults her hallow'd earth contains ! 

Variations. 

Ver. 288. her filver ftar.'] All the lines that follow were 
not added to the poem till the year 17 10. What immediately 

followed this, and made the conclufion, were thefe, 
My humble Mufe in unambitious ftrains 
Paints the jjreen foreih and the flow'ry plains j 
Where I obfeurely pafs my carclefs days, 
Pleas'd in the filcnt made with empty praife, 
Enough for me that to the lift'ning fwains 
Firft in thclc fields I fung the fylvan drains. 

No te s. 

Ver. 289. ILre noble Surrey] Henry Howard, Earl of Surrey, 
one of the mft refiners of the Englifli poetry j who flourilh'd in 
the time of Henry VIII, 
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With Edward's a£ls adorn the fhining page, 301 
Stretch his long triumphs down thro 1 ev'ry age, 
Draw monarchs chain'd, and CreflTs glorious 

field, 
The li'ies blazing on the regal fhield: 
Then, from her roofs when Verrio's colours fall,30$ 
And leave inanimate the naked wall, 
Still in thy fong mould vanquifh'd France appear, 
And bleed for ever under Britain's fpear. 

Let fofter ftrains ill-fated Henry mourn, . 
And palms eternal flourifh round his urn. 310 

Here o'er the Martyr- King the marble weeps, 
And, faft befide him, once-fear'd Edward fleeps : 
Whom not th' extended Albion could contain, 
From old Belerium to the northern main, 
The grave, unites ; where ev'n the Great find reft, 
And blended lie th' oppreffbr and th' oppreft ! 316 

Make facred Charles's tomb for ever known, 
(Obfcure the place, and un-infcrib'd the ftone) 

Variations. 
Ver. 305. Originally thus in the MS. 

When Brafs decays, when Trophies lie o'er- thrown, 
And mould' ring into duft dro^t the proud Jlone % 

Notes. 
Ver. 301. Edward's a3s] Edward III. born here. 
Ver. 309. Henry mourn,'] Henry VI. 
Ver. 312. once-feafd Edward Jleefs i] Edward IV. 

F 2 
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Oh fa& accurs'd ! what tears has Albion fhed, 
Heav'ns, what new wounds ! and how her old have 
bled? 320 

She faw her fons with purple deaths expire, 
Her facred domes involv'd in rolling fire, 
A dreadful feries of intefline wars, 
Inglorious triumphs and dimoneft fears, 324 

At length great Anna faid — " Let Difcord ceafe ! " 
She faid, the world* obey'd, and all was Peace f 

In that bleft moment from his oozy bed 
Old father Thames advane'd his revVend head. 
His trefles drop'd with dews, and o'er the ftream 
His mining horns difrus , d a golden gleam : 330 

Variations. 
Ver. 319. Originally thus in the MS. 

Oh fact accurft ! oh facrilegious brood, 

Sworn to Rebellion, principled in blood ! 

Since that dire morn what tears has Albion med ! 

Gods! what new wounds, etc. 
Ver. 325. Thus in the MS. 

Till Anna rofe and bade the Furies ceafe j 

Let there be peace — (he faid, and all was Peace. 

Between Verfe 328 and 329, originally ftood thefe lines: 
From fliorc to fliore exulting fhouts he heard, 
O'er all his banks a lambent light appeared, 
With fparkling flames heavVs glowing concave /hone, 
Fictitious ftars, and glories not her own. 
He faw, and gently rofe above the ftream j 
His mining horns diffufe a golden gleam : 
With pearl and gold his tow'ry front was dreft, 
The tributes of the diftant Eaft and Weft, 
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Graved on his urn appear 'd the moon, that guides 

His fwelling waters, and alternate tides ; 

The figur'd ftreams in waves of filver roll'd, 

And on her banks Augufta rofe in gold. 

Around his throne the fea-born brothers flood, 335 

Who fwell with tributary urns his flood ! 

Firft the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 

The winding Ifis and the fruitful Tame : 

The Kennet fwift, for filver eels renown'd ; 339 

The Loddon flow, with verdant alders crown 'd ; 

Cole, whofe dark ftreams his flowVy iflands lave ; 

And chalky Wey, that rolls a milky wave : 

The blue, tranfparent Vandalis appears ; 

The gulphy Lee his fedgy trefles rears ; 

And fullen Mole, that hides his diving flood ; 345 

And filent Darent, ftain'd with Danifh blood. 

High in the midft, upon his urn rcclin'd, 
(His fea-green mantle waving with the wind) 
The God appear'd : he turn'd his azure eyes 349 
Where Windfor-domes and pompous turrets rife ; 
Then bow'd and fpoke ; the winds forget to roar, 
And the hufti'd waves glide foftly to the fhore. 

Hail, facred Peace ! hail long-expetted days, 
That Thames's glory to the ftars fhall raife I 354 
Tho' Tyber's ftreams immortal Rome behold, 
Tho* foaming Hermus fwells with tides of gold, 
From heav'n itfelf tho' fev'n-fold Nilus flows, 
And harvefts on a hundred realms beftows ; 
F 3 
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Thefe now no more mall be the Mufe's them* 
Loft in my fame, as in the fea their ftreams. 
Let Volga's banks with iron fquadrons fhine, 
And groves of lances glitter on the Rhine, 
Let barbVous Ganges arm a fervile train ; 
Be mine the bleffings of a peaceful reign. 
No more my fons (hall die with Britifh blood 
Red Iber's fands, or Ifter's foaming flood : 
Safe on my fhorc each unmolefted fwain 
Shall tend the flocks, or reap the bearded graii 
The fhady empire lhall retain no trace 
Of war or blood, but in the fylvan chace ; 
The trumpet fleep, while chearful horns are bl 
And arms employ'd on birds and beafts alone. 
Behold ! th' afcending Villa's on my fide, 
Project long fhadows o'er the cryflal tide. 
Behold ! Augufta's glitfring fpires increafe, 
And Temples rife, the beauteous works of Peac 
I fee, I fee, where two fair cities bend 
Their ample bow, a new Whitehall afcend ! 

Va riations. 
Ver. 361. Originally thus in the MS. 

Let Venice boaft her Tow'rs amidft the Main, 
Where the rough Adrian fvvells and roars in vain ; 
Here not a Town, but fpacious Realm fliall have 
A fure foundation on the rolling wave. 

No T E 3. 
Vxi. 376, And Temples r/ >,] The fifty new Churches. 



WINDSO R-F OR EST. 71 

There mighty Nations ihall enquire their doom, 
The World's great Oracle in times to come ; c 80 
There Kings Ihall fue, and fuppliant States be (cen 
Once more to bend before a British Queen. 
Thy trees, fair Windfor ! now Ihall leave their 
woods, 
And half thy forefts rufh into thy floods, 
Bear Britain's thunder, and her Crofs difplay, 385 
To the bright regions of the rifmg day ; 
Tempt icy feas, where fcarce the waters roll, 
Where clearer flames glow round the frozen Pole $ 
Or under fouthern ikies exalt their fails, 
Led by new liars, and borne by fpicy gales ! 390 
For me the balm ihall bleed, and amber flow, 
The coral redden, and the ruby glow, 
The pearly ihell its lucid globe infold, 
And Phcebus warm the rip'ning ore to gold. 394 
The time ihall come, when free as feas or wind 
Unbounded Thames ihall flow for all mankind, 

Variations. 
Ver. 383, etc. were originally thus : 

Now ihall our fleets the bloody Crofs difplay 
To the rich regions of the riling day, 
Or thofe green ifles, where headlong Titan fteeps 
His hiffing axle in th' Atlantic deeps : 
Tempt icy feas, etc. 

Notes. 
Ver. 396. Unbounded Thames, etc."} A wi/h that London 
may be made a free Port. 

F4 
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Whole nations enter with each fwelling tide, 
And feas but join the regions they divide ; 
Earth's diftant ends our glory fhall behold, 
And the new world launch forth to feek the old 
Then fhips of uncouth form fhall ftem the tide, 
And feathered people croud my wealthy fide, 
And naked youths and painted chiefs admire 
Our fpeech, our colour, and our ftrange attire ! 
Oh ilretch thy reign, fair Peace ! from more tofh 
'Till Conqueft ceafe, and Slav'ry be no more ; 
'Till the freed Indians in their native groves 
Reap their own fruits, and woo their fable loves 
Peru once more a race of Kings behold, 
And other Mexico's be roof 'd with gold. 
Exil'd by thee from earth to deepeft hell, 
In brazen bonds, fhall barbarous Difcord dwell ; 
Gigantic Pride, pale Terror, gloomy Care, 
And mad Ambition fhall attend her there : 
There purple Vengeance bath'd in gore retires, . 
Her weapons blunted, and extinct her fires : 
There hateful Envy her own fnakes fhall feel, 
And Perfecution mourn her broken wheel : 
There Faction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 
And gafping Furies thirft for blood in vain. 

Here ceafe thy flight, nor with unhallow'd la] 
Touch the fair fame of Albion's golden days ; 

Imitations. 
Ver. 421. Quo, Mufa, tendis ? define pervicax 
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The thoughts of Gods let Granville's verfe recite, 
And bring the fcenes of op'ning fate to light ; 
My humble Mufe, in unambitious drains, 425 

Paints the green forefts and the flow'ry plains, 
Where Peace defcending bids her olives fpring, 
And fcatters bieffings from her dove-like wing. 
Ev'n I more fweetly pafs my carelefs days, 
Pleas'd in the filent (hade with empty praife ; 430 
Enough for me, that to the lift'ning fwains 
Firft in thefe fields I fung the fylvan ftrains. 

Imitations. 
Referre fermones Deorum ct 

Magna modis tenuarc parvis. Hor. 
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i. 

DEscend, ye Nine! defcend and fing ; 
The breathing inflruments infpire, 
Wake into voice each filent firing, 
And fweep the founding lyre ! 

In a fadly-pleafing ftrain $ 

Let the warbling lute complain: 
Let the loud trumpet found 
'Till the roofs all around 
The fhrill echoes rebound : 
"While in more lengthen'd notes and flow, 10 

The deep, majeflic, folemn organs blow. 
Hark ! the numbers foft and clear 
Gently deal upon the ear ; 
Now louder, and yet louder rife 
And fill with fpreading founds the fkies ; 1 5 
Exulting in triumph now fwell the bold notes, 
In broken air, trembling, the wild mufic floats ; 
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'Till, by degrees, remote and fmall, 

The drains decay, 

And melt away, 
In a dying, dying fall. 

II. 

By Mufic, minds an equal temper know, 
Nor (well too high, nor fink too low. 
If in the breaft tumultuous joys arife, . 
Mufic her foft, afTuafive voice applies ; 
Or, when the foul is prefs'd with cares, 
Exalts her in enlivening airs. 
Warriors fhe fires with animated founds ; 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds : 
Melancholy lifts her head, 
Morpheus rouzes from his bed, 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Lift ning Envy drops her fnakes ; 
Inteftine war no more our PafTions wage, 
And giddy Fa&ions hear away their rage. 

III. 

But when our Country's caufe provokes to Arms 
How martial mufic ev'ry bofom warms ! 
So when the firit bold veifel dar'd the leas, 
High on the ftern the Thracian rais'd his itrain, 
While Argo faw her kindred trees 
Defcend from Pelion to the main. 
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Tranfported demi-gods flood round, 

And men grew heroes at the found, 

Enflara'd with glory's charms : 
Each chief his fev'nfold fhield difplay'd, 45 

And half unfheath'd the mining blade : 
And feas, and rocks, and fkies rebound 
To arms, to arms/ to arms I 

IV. 

But when thro' all th' infernal bounds, 
Which flaming Phlegeton furrounds, 50 

Love, ftrong as Death, the Poet led 
To the pale nations of the dead, 
What founds were heard, 
What fcenes appeared, 

O'er all the dreary coafts ! 5$ 

Dreadful gleams, 
Difmal fcreams, 
Fires that glow, 
Shrieks of woe, 

Sullen moans, 60 

Hollow groans 
And cries of tortur'd ghofts ! 
But hark ! he ftrikes the golden lyre ; 
And fee ! the tortur'd ghofts refpire, 

See, fhady forms advance ! 65 

Thy ftone, O Sifyphus, ftands (till, 
Ixion refls upon his wheel, 

And the pale fpeclres dance ! 
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The Furies fink upon their iron beds, 
And fnakes uncurl'd hang lift'ning round 
heads. 

V. 

By the (beams that ever flow, 
By the fragrant winds that blow 

O'er th' Elyfian flow'rs ; 
By thofe happy fouls who dwell 
In yellow meads of Afphodel, 

Or Amaranthine bow'rs ; 
By the hero's armed (hades, 
Glitt' ring thro 1 the gloomy glades j 
By the youths that dy'd for love, 
Wand'ring in the myrtle grove, 
Reftore, reftore Eurydice to life : 
Oh take the hufband, or return the wife i 

He fung, and hell confented 
To hear the Poet's prayer : 
Stern Proferpine relented, 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus fong could prevail 
O'er death, and o'er hell, 
A conqueft how hard and how glorious ? 
Tho' fate had fafl bound her 
With Styx nine times round her, 
Yet mu(ic and love were vi&orious. 
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VI. 
But foon, too foon, the lover tarns his eyes : 
Again (he falls, again fhe dies, ihe dies 1 
How wilt thou now the fatal filters move ? 
No crime was thine, if 'tis no crime to love. 95 
Now under hanging mountains, 
Befide the falls of fountains, 
Or where Hebrus wanders, 
. Rolling in Maeanders, 

All alone, 100 

Unheard^ unknown, 
He makes his moan j 
And calls her ghoft, 
Fpr ever, ever, ever loft ! 

Now with Furies furrounded, lo.y 

Defpairing, confounded, 
He trembles, he glows, 
Amidft Rhodope's fnows : 
See, wild as the winds, o'er the defert he flies ; 
Hark ! Haemus refounds with the Bacchanals cries— 
Ah fee, he dies ! 1 1 1 

Yet ev'n in death Eurydice he fung, 
Eurydice Hill trembled on his tongue, 
Eurydice the wood§, 

Eurydice the floods,' lie 

Eurydice the rocks, and hollow mountains rung. 

Vol. I. G 
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VII. 

Mufic the nerceft grief can charm , 
And fate's fevereft rage difann : 
Mufic can foften pain to eafe, 
And make defpair and madnefs pleafe : 
Our joys below it can improve, 
And antedate the blifs above. 
This the divine Cecilia found, 
And to her Maker's praife confm'd the found. 
When the full organ joins the tuneful quire, 

Th' immortal powYs incline their ear ; 
Borne on the fwelling notes our fouls afpire, 
While folemn airs improve the facred fire; 

And Angels lean from, heav'n to hear. 
Of Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater pow'r is giv'n; 
His numbers rais'd a (hade from hell, 
Hers lift the foul to heav'n. 



C ?3 3 • 

/ 

TWO 

H O R U S ' S 

TO THE 

Tragedy of fi r u t u s % 

Choru s of Athenians. 



STROPITE I. 
ITE ftiades, where facred truth is fought ; 
L Groves, where immortal Sages taught : 

Where heav'nly vifions Plato hVd, 

And Epicurus lay infpir'd ! 

In vain your guiltlefs laurels ftood 5 

Unfpotted long with human blood. 
r ar, horrid war, your thoughtful walks invades, 
ud fteel now glitters in the Mufes fhades. 

ANT! STROPHE I. 

Oh heav'n-born fitters ! fource of art ! 

Who charm the'fenfe, or mend the heart; io 

a Altered from Shakefpear by the Duke of Buckingham, at 
lofe defire thefe two Chorus's were compofed to &pply^tfs 
my, wanting in his play. They were fet many years srffer- 
irds by the famous Bononcini, and performed at Buckingham- 
>ufe. P, • 
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Who kad fair Virtue's train along, 
Moral Truth, and myilic Song ! 
To what new dime, what diflant fky, 
Forfaken, friendlefs, (hall ye fly ? 

Say, will ye bids the bleak Atlantic fhore ? 

Or bid the furious Gaul be rude no more ? 

STROPHE II. 

When Athens finks by fates unjuft, 
When wild Barbarians fpurn her dull ; 
Perhaps ev'n Britain's utmoft fhore 
Shall ceafe to blufli with (banger's gore, 
See Arts her favage fons controul, 
And Athens rifing near the pole I 
Till fome new Tyrant lifts his purple hand, 
And civil madnefs tears them from the land. 

ANTISTROPHE II. 

Ye Gods ! what juftice rules the ball ! 

Freedom and Arts together fall ; 

Fools grant whatever Ambition craves, 

And men, once ignorant, are flaves. 

Oh curs'd effects -of civil hate, 

In ev'ry age, in ev'ry flate ! 
Still, when the luft of tyrant pow'r fucceeds, 
Some Athens perifhes, fome Tully bleeds- 



ODES. 85 

CHORUS of Youths and Virgins, 

SEMICHORUS. 

OH Tyrant Love ! hail thou poffeft 
The prudent, learn'd, and virtuous breaft f 
Wifdom and wit in vain reclaim, 
And Arts but (often us to feel thy flame. 

Love, foft intruder, enters here, * 

But entring learns to be fincere. 
Marcus with blufhes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 

Why, Virtue, doft thou blame defire, 

Which Nature has impreft f 10 

Why, Nature, doft thou fooneft fire 
The mild and gen'rous breaft? 

CHORUS. 

Love's purer flames the Gods approve ; 
The Gods and Brutus bend to love : 
Brutus for abfent Porcia iighs, ^ 

And fterner Caffius melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is lpofe love ? a tranfient guft, 
Spent in a fudden ftorm of luft, 
A vapour fed from wild defire, 
A wand'ring, felf-confuming fire. 20 

G3 
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But Hymen's kinder flames unite ; 

And burn for ever one ; 
Chafte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 

Produ&ive as the Sun. 

SEMI CH O R U S. 

Oh fource of ev'ry focial tye, 
United wifh, and mutual joy f 
What various joys on one attend, 
As fon, as father, brother, hufband, friend ? 
Whether his hoary fire he (pies, 
While thoufand grateful thoughts arife ; 
Or meets his fpoufe's fonder eye ; 
Or views his fmiling progeny ; 

What tender paffions take their turns, 

What home-felt raptures move ? 
* His heart now melts, now leaps, now burr 

With rev'rence, hope, and love. 

CHORUS. 

Hence guilty joys, diftaftes, furmizes, 
Hence falfe tears, deceits, difguifes, 
Dangers, doubts, delays, furprizes ; 

b ires that fcorch, yet dare not fhine : 
Pureft love's unwafting treafure, 
Conftant faith, fair hope, long leifure, 
Days of eafe, and nights of pleafure ; 
Sacred Hymen ! thefe are thine. 



G D E on Solitude*. 



HAPPY the man, whofe wifh aijd care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, 

In his own ground. , 

Whofe herds with milk, whofe fields with bre,ad/ 5 

Whofe flocks fupply him with attire, 
Whofe trees in fummer yield him made, 
c In winter fire. 

Bleft, who can unconcernedly find 

Hours, days, and years Aide foft away, 10 

In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day, 

Sound fleep by night ; ftudy and eafe, - 

Together mixt ; fweet recreation : . 

And innocence, which moft does pleafe 1 f 

With meditation. 

Thus let me live, iinfecn, unknown, 

Thus unlamented let me die, 
Steal from the world, and not a Hone, 

Tell where I lie. 20 

» This was a very early production of our Author, written at 
about twelve years old. 

G A. 
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The dying ChrifHan to his Sc 

ode, 

I. 

VITAL fpark of heav'nly flame : 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame : 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flying, 
Oh the pain, the blifs of dying ! 
Ceafe, fond Nature, ceaie thy firife, 
And let me languifh into life/ 

II. 

Hark! theywhifper; Angels fay, 

Sifter Spirit, come away. 

What is this abforbs me quite ? 

Steals my fenfes, ihuts my fight, 
Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul, can this be Dea^h ? 

III. 
The world recedes ; it difappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes ! my ears 

With founds feraphic ring : 
Lend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly ? 
O Grave ! where is thy Victory ? 

O Death ! where is thy Sting ? 
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5 | *" I S hard to fay, if greater want of (kill 

M Appear in writing or in judging ill ; 
But of the two, lefs dang'rous is th' offence 
To tire our patience, than miflead our fenfe. 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 5 

Ten cenfure wrong for one who writes amifs ; 

jin Ejfay] The Poem is in one book, but divided into three 
principal parts or members. The firft [to f 20 r.] gives rules 
for the Study of the Art of Criticifm : the fecond [from thence 
to f 560.] expofes the Caufes of wrong Judgment j and the 
third [from thence to the end] marks out the Morals of the 
Critic. When the Reader hath well confidered the whole, and 
hath obferved the regularity of the plan, the mafterly conduct 
of the feveral parts, the penetration into Nature, and the com- 
pafs of Learning fo confpicuous throughout, he ftiould then be 
told that it was the work of an Author who had not attained 
the twentieth Year of his age. 



94 ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 

A fool might once himfelf alone expofe, 
Now one in verfe makeB many more in profe. 

'Tis with our judgments as our watches, none 
Gojuftakke, yefr each believes his- own. 10 

In Poets as true g emius is bat rare,- 
True Tafte as feldom is the Critic's fhare; 
Both muft alike from Heav'n derive their light, 
Thefe born to judge, as weH as thofe to write. 
Let fuch teach others who themfelves excel, 15 
Aad cenfore freely wh» hare written well. 
Aathars arc partial t» their- wit, 'tis true, 
But are not Critics to their judgment too ? 

Yet if we look more clofely, we mall find 
Moft have the feeds of judgment in their mind : 20 
Nature affords at leaft a glimm'ring light ; 
The lines, tho' touch'd but faintly, are drawn right 
But as the flighteft fkctch, if jufHy trac'd, 1 

Is by ill-colouring but the more difgrac'd, > 

So by falfe learning is good fenfe defac'd : ) 

Ver. 15. Let fuch teach ethers] " Qui fcribit artificiofe, v 
" aliis commode fcripta facile intclligere poterit." Cic. ad Her'- 
lib. iv. " De piclore, fculptorc, fiaore, niii artifex, juto 
" non poteft." Pliny, 

Ver. 20. Mojl have the feeds] « Omncs tacito quodamfen!. 
« fine ulla arte, aut ratione, qu:e fmt in artibus ac raticni:- 
'* recla et prava dijudicant. 1 ' Cic. de Or at. lib. iij. 

Ver. 2 c;. So by falfe learning] « Plus fine dotti-Ina prudent. 
" quam fine prudentia valet dc&rina. Quint. 
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Some are bewilder'd in the maze of fchools, 26 
And fome made coxcombs Nature meant but fools. 
In feafch of wit thefe lofe their common fenfe, 
And then torn Critics in their own defence : 
Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 30 
Or with a Rival's, or an Eunuch's fpite. 
All fools have ftill an itching to deride, 
And fain would be upon the laughing fide. 
If Msevius fcribble in Apollo's fpight, 
There are; who judge mil worfe than he can write. 
Some have at firft for Wits, then Poets pail, 3S 
Turn'd Critics next, and prov'd plain fools at laft. 
Some neither can for Wits nor Critics pafs, 
As heavy mules are neither horfe nor afs. 
Thofe half-learn'd witlings, num'rous in our ifle,4o 
As half-form'd infe&s on the banks of Nile ; 
UnfiniftTd things, one knows not what to call* 
Their generation's fo equivocal : 
To tell 'em; would a hundred tongues require, 
Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire. 45 

Var ia txons. 

Between f 25 and 26 were thefe lines, fince omitted by the 
author : 

Many are fpoil'd by that pedantic throng, 

Who with great pains teach youth to reafon wrong. 

Tutors, like Virtuefo's, oft indin'd 

By Grange transfufion to improve the mind, 

Draw off the fenfe we have to pour in new 5 

Which yet, with all their Jkill, they ne'er could do. 



9 6 ESSAY ON CRITICISM, 

But you who feek to give and merit fame, 
And juftly bear a Critic's noble name, 
Be fure yourfelf and your own reach to know, 
How far your genius, tafte, and learning go ; 
Launch not beyond your depth, but be difcreet, 50 
And mark that point where fenfe and dulnefs 
meet. 
Nature to all things fix'd the limits fit, 
And wifely curb'd proud man's pretending wit. 
As on the land while here the ocean gains, 
In other parts it leaves wide fandy plains j 5; 
Thus in the foul while memory prevails, 
The folid pow'r of underftanding fails ; 
Where beams of warm imagination play, 
The memory's foft figures melt away. 
One fcience only will one genius fit ; 6 

So vaft is art, fo narrow human wit : 
Not only bounded to peculiar arts, 
But oft' in thofe confinM to fmgle parts. 
Like Kings we lofe the conquefts gain'd before, 
By vain ambition ftill to make them more : 6 
Each might his fevVal province well command, 
Would all but Hoop to what they underftand. 

Firft follow Nature, and your judgment frame 
By her juftftandard, which is Hill the fame : 
Unerring Nature, ftill divinely bright, 7 

One clear, unchang'd, and univerfal light, 
Life, force, and beauty, mud to all impart, 
At once the fource, and end, and tell of Ait. 
4 



E-SSAY ON CRITICISM, 97^ 
rom that fund each juft fupply provides 5 
zs without (how, and without pomp prefides : 
me fair body thus th* informing foul 76 

1 ipirits feeds, with vigour fills the whole, 

I motion guides, and ev'ry nerve fuftains; 
"unfeen, but in th'efredts remains. 

e, to whom Heav'n in wit has been profufe, 80 

it as much more, to turn it to its ufe ; 

wit and judgment often are at ftrife, 

' meant each other's aid, like man and wife. 

more to guide, than fpur the Mufe's fteed ; 

rain his fury, than provoke his (peed ; 85 

winged courier, like a gen'rous horfe, 

vs moil true mettle when you check his courfe. 

hofe Rules of old difcover'd, not devis'd, . 

Nature flill, but Nature methodized ; 

£R. 88. Tbofe Rules of old, etc.] Cicero ha3, beft of any 
know, explained what that is which reduces the wild and 
;red parts of human knowledge into arts. — " Nihil eft quod 
artem redigi poflit, nifi ille prius, qui ilia tenet, quorum 
tern inftituere vult, habeat illam fcientiam, ut ex lis rebus, 
arum ars nondum fit, artem efficere poflit.— Omnia fere, 
ae funt conclufa nunc artibus, difperfa et diftipata quondam 
erunt, ut in Muficis, etc. Adhibita eft igitur ars qu.-edam 
trinfecus ex alio genere quodam, quod fibi totum Philoso- 

II afiumunt, qua? rem diflblutam divulfamqueconglutinaret, 
ratione quadam conftringeret." DeOrat. 1. i. c. 41 ,2. 

Variations. 
zr. 80. 

There are whom Heav'n has bleft with ft ore of wit, 
Yet want as much again to manage it. 
foL. I. H 
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Nature, like Liberty, is but reftrain'd 90 

By the fame Laws which firft herfelf ordaiiTd. 

Hear how learn'd Greece her ufeful rules indites, 
When to reprefs, and when indulge our flights : 
High on Pai-naffus' top her Tons fhe fhow'd, 
And pointed out thofe arduous paths they trod; 95 
Held from afar, aloft, tlT immortal prize, 
And urg'd the reft by equal fleps to rife. 
J uil precepts thus from great examples giv'n, 
She drew from them what they deriv'd from Heav'n. 
The genVous Critic fann'd the Poet's fire, 100 

And taught the world with Reafon to admire. 
Then Criticifm the Mufes handmaid prov'd, 
To drefs her charms, and make her more belov'd : 
But following wits from that intention ftray'd, 104 
Who could not win the miftrefs, woo'd the maid ; 
Againft the Poets their own arms they tunfd, 
Sure to hate mod the men from whom they learn'd. 
So modern Tothecaries, taught the art 
By Doctors bills to play the Doctor's part, 
Bold in the practice of miftaken rules, 1 10 

Prefcribe, apply, and call their matters fools. 
Some on the leaves of ancient authors prey, 
Nor time nor moths e'er fpoil'd fo much as they : 

Ver. 98. Juji precepts] " Nee cnim artibus editis faflum 
€t eft ut argumenta invenircmus, Ted difta funt omnia antequam 
" pra?ciperentur j mox ea fcriptores obfervata ct coJle&a edi- 
" dcrunt." QuintiJ, 
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Some drily plain, without invention's aid. 
Write dull receipts how poems may be made. 2 15 
Thefe leave the fenfe, their learning to diiplay, 
And thofe explain the meaning quite away. 

You then whole judgment the right courfe would 
fleer. 
Know well each Ancient's proper character ; 
His Fable, Subject, (cope in ev'ry page ; 1 20 

Religion, Country, genius of his Age : 
Without all thefe at once before your eyes, 
Cavil you may, but never criticize. 
Be Homer's works your ftudy and delight, 
Read them by day, and meditate by night ; 125 
Thence form your judgment, thence your maxims 

bring, 
And trace the Mufes upward to their (pring. 
Still with itfelf compar'd, his text perufe ; 
And let your comment be the Mantuan Mufe. 

Variations. 

Vkx. 123. Cavil you may, but never criticize.] The author 
after .this verfe originally inferred the following, whioh he has 
iiowever omitted in all.lbe editions : 

Zoilus, had thefe heen known, without a Name 

Had dy'd, and Perauit ne'er been damn'd to fame $ 

The fenfe of found Antiquity had reign'd, 

And facred Homer jet been unpropfcan'd. 

None e er had thought his comprehenfive mind -\ 

To modern cyf^pms, mo^rn rul^s cqnfin'd j v 

Who for ajl.azes writ, and all raan/tinji. J 

^ H 2 "" " 
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When firft young Maro in his boundlefs mind : 
A work ? outlaft immortal Rome defign'd, 
Perhaps he feem'd above the Critic's law, * 
And but from Nature's fountains fcorn'd to drav 
But wljen t' examine ev'ry part he came, 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the fame. . 
Convinced, amaz'd, he checks the bold defign : 
An^ rules as ftric"t> his laboured work confine, 
As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line. 
Learn hence for ancient rules a juil eileem ; 
To copy nature is to copy them. i 

Some beauties yet no Precepts can declare, 
For there's a happinefs as well as care. 
Mufic refembles Poetry, in each 
Are namelefs graces which no methods teach, 
And which a mailer hand alone can reach. 1 41 

Ver. 130. When firft young Maro , etc .] Virg. Eclog. vl, 
Cum cancrem reges et prcelia, Cynthius aurem 
Vellit. 
It is a tradition preferved by Servius, that Virgil began \ 
writing a poem of the Alban and Roman affairs : which 
found aborc his years, and defcended firft to imitate Theoa 
on rural fubjetts, and afterwards to copy Homer in H< 
poetry. 

Variations* 
Ver. 130. 
When firft young Maro fung of Kings and Wars 4 
Ere warning Phoebus touch'd his trembling can, 
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If, where the rules not far enough extend, 
(Since rules were made but to promote their end) 
Some lucky Licenfe anfwer to the full 
Th' intent proposed, that Licenfe is a rule: 
Thus Pegafus, a nearer way to take, 1 50 

May boldly deviate from the common track*; 
From vulgar bounds with brave diforder part, 
And fnatch a grace beyond the reach of art, 
Which without pafling thro' the judgment, gains 
The heart, and all its end at once attains. 1 5 5 

Ve*. 146. If, where the rules, etc."} " Neque enim rogai 
" tionibus plebifvc fcitis fan&a Cunt ifta prsecepta, fed hoc, 
" quicquid eft, Utilitas cxcogitavit. Non negabo autem fie util e 
*' efle plerumque ; vcrum fi eadem ilia nobis aliud fuadebit 
€€ Utilitas, hanc, relictis magiftrorum autoritatibus, fequemur," 
Quintil. lib. ii. cap. 13. 

Ver. 150. Thus Pe£afus, etc.] He firft defcribes the fublime 
flight of a Poet, foaring above all vulgar bounds, to fnatch a 
grace directly, which lies beyond the reach of a common adven- 
turer. And afterwards, the effecJ of that grace upon the tru e 
Critic : whom it penetrates with an equal rapidity ; going the 
neareft way to his heart, without paiTing through his Judgment. 
By which is not meant that it could not ftand the teft of 
Judgment 5 but that, as it was a beauty uncommon, and above 
rule, and the Judgment habituated to determine only by rule, it 
makes its direct application to the heart j which once gained, 
Jbon opens and enlarges the Judgment, whofe concurrence (it 
being now fet above forms) is eafily procured. That this is the 
poet's fublime conception appears from the concluding words : 

and all its end at once attains. 
For Poetry d )th not attai all its end, till it hath gained the 
Judgment as well as Heart 

II 3 



io« ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 

In profpefts thus, fome objects pleafe our eyes, 
Which out of nature's common order rife, 
The (hapelefs rock, or hanging precipice. 
Great Wits fometimes may glorioufry offend, 
And rife to faults true Critics dare hot mend. 
But tho' the Ancients thus their rules invade, 
(As Kings difpenfe with laws themfelves have m 
ModernB, beware ! or if you muft offend 
Againft the precept, ne'er tranfgrefs its End ; 
Let it be feldom, and compell'd by need j 
And have, at leaft, their precedent to plead. 
The Critic elfe proceeds without remorfe, 
Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 

I know there are, to whofe prefumptuous thou 
Thofe freer beauties, ev'n in them, feem faults. 
Some figures monftrous and mis-fhap'd appear, 
Confider'd fmgly, or beheld too near, 
Which, but proportioned to their light, or plac 
Due diftance reconciles to form and grace. 
A prudent chief not always muft difplay 
His pow'rs in equal ranks, and fair array, 
But with th' occafion and the place comply, 
Conceal his force, nay feem fometimes to fly. 
Thofe oft are ftratagems which errors feem, ■ 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Ver. 175. A prudent chief, etc."] O/ov rt «roi«Vi» 01 ty 
?op%\a.-ra.t %T) Tc £ ; id^g taJv s-@t1iVfA.arxv — Dion. Ha 
frutl. orat. 

Ver. 180. Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. ] w 
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Still green with bays each ancient Altar flands, 
Above the reach of facrilegious hands ; 
Secure from Flames, from Envy's fiercer rage, 
Deftru&ive War, and all-involving Age. 
See from each clime the learn'd their incenfe bring ! 
Hear, in all tongues confenting Paeans ring ! 1 86 
In praife fo juft let ev'ry voice be join'd, 
And fill the gen'ral chorus of mankind. 
Hail, Sards triumphant ! born in happier days ; 
Immortal heirs of univerfal praife ! 1 90 

Whofe honours with increafe of ages grow, 
As flreams roll down, enlarging as they flow* 
Nations unborn your mighty names mall found, 
And worlds applaud that mud not yet be found ? 
O may fome fpark of your celeftial fire, 195 

The laft, the meaneft of your fons infpire. 
(That on weak wings, from far, purfues your flights ; 
Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 

" defte, et circumfpe&o judicio de tantis virts pronunciandum 
«' eft, ne (quod plerifque accidit) damnent quod non intelligunt. 
*' Ac fi necefie eft in alteram errare partem, omnia eorum lc- 
** gentibus placere, quam xnulta difpliccre maluerim. Quint. 

Vm. 183. Secure from fames, from envy's fiercer rage, 

Deftru&ive war, and all-involving age.] The Poet here 
alludes to the four great caufes of the ravage amongft ancient 
writings : The deftruction of the Alexandrine and Palatine 
libraries by fire j the fiercer rage of Zoilus and Mdeuius and their 
followers againft Wit j the irruption of the Barbarians into the 
empire ; and the long reign of Ignorance and Superftition in the 
Mfieru 

H + 



104 ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 

To teach vain Wits a fcience little known, 
T' admire fuperior fenfe, and doubt their own ! 

Of all the Caufes which confpire to blind 
Man's erring judgment, and mifguide the min< 
What the weak head with flrongeft bias rules, 
Is Pride, the nev'r-failing vice of fools. 
Whatever Nature has in worth deny'd, 
She gives in large recruits of needful Pride ; 
For as in bodies, thus in fouls, we find 
What wants in blood and fpirits, fwelPd with v 
Pride, where Wit fails, fleps in to our defence 
And fills up all the mighty Void of fenfe. 
If once right rcafon drives that cloud away, 
Truth breaks upon us with refiftlefs day. 
Truft not yourfelf ; but your defects to know, 
Make ufe of evYy friend — and ev'ry foe. 
A little learning is a dangerous thing ; 
Drink deep, or tafle not the Pierian fpring : 
There mallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 
And drinking largely fobers us again. 
Fir'd at firft fight with what the Mufe imparts 
In fearlefs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 
While from the bounded level of our mind, 
Short views we take, nor fee the lengths behi: 
But more advanc'd, behold with ftrange furpri 
New diflant fcenes of endlefs fcience rife ! 
So pleas'd at firft the towYing Alps we try, 
Mount o'er the vales, and feem to tread the Hi 
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Th' eternal {hows appear already paft, 

And the firft clouds and mountains feem the lafl : 

But, thofe attain'd, we tremble to furvey 

The growing labours of the lengthen'd way, 230 

Th' increafing profpett tires our wand'ring eyes, 

Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arife ! 

A perfect Judge will read each work of Wit 
With the fame fpirit that its author writ : 
Survey the Whole, nor feek flight faults to find 35 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind ; 

Ver. 233. A perfe& Judge, etc.] " Diligenter legendum eft 
*' ac pa?ne ad fcribendi follicitudinem : Nee per partes modo 
" fcrutanda funt omnia, fed perlectus liber utique ex integro 
** refumendus." Quint. 

Ver. 235. Survey the whole, nor feek flight faults to find, 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind 5] 
The fecond line, in apologizing for thofe faults which the firft 
fays fhould be overlooked, gives the reafon of the precept. For 
when a writer's attention is fixed on a general View of Nature, 
and his imagination warm'd with the contemplation of great 
ideas, it can hardly be but that there muft be fmall irregularities 
in the difpofition both of matter and ftyle, becaufe the avoiding 
thefe requires a coolnefs of recollection, which a writer fo bufied 
is not matter of. 

Variations. 

Ver. 225. 

So pleas' d at firft the tow'ring Alps to try, 

Fill'd with ideas of fair Italy, 

The Traveller beholds with chearful eyes 

The lefs'ning vales and feems to tread the fkies. 
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Nor lofe, for that malignant doll delight, 

The gen'rous pleafure to be charm'd with wit. 

But in fuch lays as neither ebb, nor flow, 

Correctly cold and regularly low, ti 

That fhunning faults, one quiet tenor keep ; 

We cannot blame indeed— but we may deep. 

In Wit, as Nature, what afreets our hearts 

Is not th* exactnefs of peculiar parts ; 

*Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call, 21 

But the joint force and full refult of all. 

Thus when we view fome well-proporrion'd dome 

(The world's juft wonder, and ev'n thine, O Rome 

No fingle parts unequally furprize, 

All comes united to th* admiring eyes ; 25 

No monflrous height, or breadth, or length aj 

pear; 
The Whole at once is bold, and regular. 
Whoever thinks a faultlefs piece to fee, 
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor e'er fhall be. 
In ev'ry work regard the writer's End, 25 

Since none can compafs more than they intend; 
And if the means be juft, the conduct true, 
Applaufe, in fpight of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, fometimes men of wit, 
T' avoid great errors, mud the lefs commit; .261 
Neglect the rules each verbal Critic lays, 
For not to know fome trifles, is a praife. 
Moft Critics, fond of fome fubfervient art, 
Still make the Whole depend upon a Part; 

4 
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They talk of principles, but notions prize, 265 
And all to one lov'd Folly facrifice. 

Once on a time, La Mancha's Knight, they fay, 
A certain Bard encount'ring on the way, 
Difconrs'd in terms as juft, with looks as fage, 
As e'er could Dennis, of the Grecian ftage; 276 
Concluding all were defp'rate fots and fools, 
Who durft depart from Ariftotle's rules. 
Our Author happy in a judge fo nice, 
Produc'd his Play, and begg'd the Knight's advice ; 
Made him obferve the fubjeft, and the plot, 275 
The manners, paffions, unities ; what not ? 
All which, exadt to rule, were brought about, 
Were but a combat in the lifts left out. 
" What! leave the Combat out?" exclaims the 

Knight. 
Yes, or we mull renounce the Stagirite. 280 

" Not fo by Heav'n (he anfwers in a rage) 
** Knights, fquires, and fteeds, muft enter on the 

" ftage." 
So vaft a throng the ftage can ne'er contain. 
" Then build a new, or aft it in a plain." 

Thus Critics, of lefs judgment than caprice, 285 
Curious not knowing, not exalt but nice, 

* Ver. 285. Thus Critics of lefs judgment than caprice, 

Curious not knowing, not exacl but nice.'] In thefe two 
lines the poet finely defcribes the way in which bad writers are 
wont to imitate the qualities of good ones. As true Judgment 
generally draws men out of popular opinions, fo he who cannot 
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Form fhort Ideas ; and offend in arts 
(As moft in manners) by a love to parts. 

Some to Conceit alone their tafle confine, 
And glitt'ring thoughts ftruck out at cv'ry li 
Pleas'd with a work where nothing's juft or 
.One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit. 
Poets like painters, thus, unfkilTd to trace 
The naked nature and the living grace, 
With gold and jewels cover ev'ry part, 
And hide with ornaments their want of art. 
True Wit is Nature to advantage drefs'd, 
What oft was thought, but ne'er fo well exp 

get from the croud by the arMance of this guide, will 
lows Caprice, which will be fure to lead him into fin; 
Again, true Knowledge is the art of treafuring up 
which, from its ufe in life, is worthy of being lodge 
memory. But Curiojity confifts in a vain attention 
thing out of the way, and which, for its ufeleflhefs 1 
leaft regards. Laftly, Exaclnefi is the juft proportioi 
to one another, and their harmony in the whole : Bui 
has not extent of capacity for the exercife of this qua! 
tents himfelf with Nicety, which is a bufying one's i 
points and fyllables. 

Ver. 297. 'true Wit is Nature to advantage drej 
This definition is very exact. Mr. Locke had define 
confift " in the affemblage of ideas, and putting thofe 
" with quicknefs and variety, wherein can be founc 
€S femblance or congruity, whereby to make up pleafar 
" and agreeable vifions in the fancy.'* But that greal 
pher, in feparating JVit from Judgment, as he doe 
2 
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Something, whofe truth convinc'd at fight we find, 
That gives us back the image of our mind. 300 
As lhades more fweetly recommend the light, 
So modeft plainnefs fets offfprightly wit. 
For works may have more wit than doei 'em good, 
As bodies perifh thro' excefs of blood. 

Others for Language all their care exprefs, 305 
And value books, as women men, for Drefs : 
Their praife is mil, — the Style is excellent : 
The Senfe, they humbly take upon content. 
Words are like leaves 5 and where they moft abound, 
Much fruit of fenfe beneath is rarely found. 310 

place, has given us (and he could therefore give us no other) 
©nly an account of Wit in general : In which falfe Wit, though 
not every fpecies of it, is included. A fir iking Image therefore 
of Nature is, as Mr. Loch obferves, certainly Wit : But this 
image may firike on feveral other accounts, as well as for its 
truth and beauty ; and the Philofopher has explained the man- 
ner how. But it never becomes that Wit which is the orna- 
ment of true Poefy, whofe end is to reprefent Nature, but when 
it drejfes that Nature to advantage, and prefents her to us in 
the brighteft and moft amiable light. And to know when the 
Fancy has done its office truly, the poet fubjoins this admirable 
Teft, vix. When we perceive that it gives us back the image of 
cur mind. When it does that, we may be fure it plays no tricks 
with us : For this image is the creature of the Judgment ; and 
whenever Wit correfponds with Judgment, we may fafely pro- 
nounce it to be true, 

" Naturam intueamur, hanc fequamur : id facillime accipi- 
" not animi ^uod agnofcunt.'* Quintil, lib* viii. c, 3. 
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Falfe eloquence, like the pri&utic glafs, 

Its gaudy colours fpreads on ev'ry place ; 

The face of Nature we no more furvey, 

All glares alike, without diftin&ion gay : 

But true Exprei&on, like th' unchanging Sun,3i5 

Clears, and improves whatever it fiunes upon, 

It gilds all obje&s, but it alters none. 

Expreifion is the drefs of thought, and ftill 

Appears more decent, as more fui table; 

A vile conceit in pompous words exprefs'd 320 

Is like a clown in regal purple drefs'd : 

For difTrent ftyles with diff 'rent fubjedts fort, 

As feveral garbs with country, town, and court. 

Some by old words to fame haye made pretence, 

Ancients in phrafe, meer moderns in their fenfe; 

Vir. 311. Falfe eloquence, like the prifmatic glafs, etc.] This 
fimile is beautiful. For the falfe colouring, given to objects by 
the prifmatic glafs, is owing to its untwifting, by its obliquities, 
thofe threads of light, which Nature had put together in order 
tq fpread over its works an ingenious and fimplc candour, that 
fhould not hide, but only heighten the native complexion cf the 
objects. And falfe Eloquence is nothing elfe but the draining 
and divaricating the parts of true expreffwn ; and then daubing 
them over with what the Rhetoricians very properly term co- 
lours j in lieu of that candid light, now loft, which was re- 
flected from them in their natural ftate while fincere apd en- 
tire. 

Ver. 324. Seme by old words, etc.~\ " Abolita et abrogata 
*' retineie, infolentiae cujufdam eft, et frivols in parvis ja&an- 
-" tij?." Quint, lib.i. c. 6. 
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ich laboured nothings, in fo ftrange a ftyle, 326 
maze th' unlearn'd, and make the learned fmile. 
Jnlucky, as Fungofo in the Play, •% 

Thefe fparks with ankward vanity difplay > 

What the fine gentleman wore yefterday ; 330 * 
And bat fo mimic ancient wits at beft, 
As apes our grandnres, in their doublets dreft. 
In words, as fafliions, the fame rale will hold ; 
Alike fantaftic, if too new or old : 
Be not the firft by whom the new are try'd, 335 
Nor yet the laft to lay the old afide. 

But moft by Numbers judge a Poet's fong ; 
And finooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong: 
In the bright Mufe tho' thoufand charms confpire, 
Her Voice is all thefe tuneful fools admire; 340 

" Opus eft, ut verba a vetuftate repetita neque crebra Gnt 
" neque manifefta, quia nil eft odiofius arTedatione, nee utique 
" ab ultimis repetita temporibus. Oratio cujus fumma virtus 
" eft perfpicuitas, quam fit vitioia, fi egeat interpretc ? Ergo 
" ut novorum optima erunt maxime vetera, ita vcterum maxi- 
" me nova." Idem. 

Ver. 328.— unlucky as Fungofe, etc."] See Ben Johribn's 
Every Man in bis humour. 

Via. 337. But moft by number:, etc.] 

Quis populi fermo eft ? qui? cnim ? nifi carmina molli 
Nunc demum numero fluere, ut per live fevcrcs 
EfTundat junfhxra ungues: fdt tendere verfum 
Non (ecus ac fi oculo rubric am dirigat uno. 

Pcrf. Sat. i. 
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While expletives their feeble aid do join ; 
And ten low words oft creep in one dull 1 
While they ring round the fame unvary'd 
With fure returns of ftill expe&ed rhymes 
Where'er you find " the cooling weftern 
In the next line > it " whiipers thro' the t 
If cryftal ftreams " with pleafing murmu 
The reader's threatVd (not in vain) with 
Then, at the laft and only couplet fraugh 
With fome unmeaning thing they call a t 
A needlefs Alexandrine ends the fong, 
That, like a wounded make, drags its fl< 

along. 
Leave fuch to tune their own dull rhimes, 
What's roundly fmooth, or languifhingly 
And praife the eafy vigour of a line, 
Where Denham's ftrength, and Waller's 
join. 



ESSAY ON CRITICISM. 113 

Tis not enough no harfhnefs gives offence, 
The found mud feem an Echo to the fenfe : 365 
Soft is the Grain when Zephyr 'gently blows, 
And the fmooth ftream in Smoother numbers flows ; 
But when loud forges lafh the founding fhore, 
The hoarfe, rough verfe fhould like the torrent roar. 
When Ajax ftrives fome rock's vaft weight to throw, 
The line too labours, and the words move flow '.371 
Not fp 9 when fwift Camilla fcours the plain, 
Flies o'er th' unbending corn, and (kirns along the 

main. 
Hear how Timotheus' vary'd lays furprize, 
And bid alternate pailions fall and rife ! 375 

While, at each change, the fon of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love; 
Now his fierce eyes with fparkling fury glow, 
Now fighs (leal out, and tears begin to flow : 

Ver. 374. Hear bvut Timotheus, etc. ] See Alexander's 
Feajl, or the Power ofMuJic 3 an Ode by Mr. Dryden. 

Imitations. 

Ver. 366. Soft is tbeftrain, etc.] 

Turn fi lata canunt, etc. Vida Poet. 1. ill. f 403. 
Ver, 368. But when loud /urges, etc.] 

Turn longe falc faxa fonant, etc. Vida ib. 388. 
•Ver. 370*. When Ajax firh-cs, etc.] 

Atque ideo fi quid gcritur molimine magno, etc. Vida ib. 417. 
Ver. 374. Not fog wUnftvift Camilla, etc.] 

At mora fi fueritdamno, properare jubebo, etc. Vida ib. 420. 
Vol. I. I 
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Perfians and Greeks like turns of nature found, 3I 
And the world's vittor flood fubdu'd by Sound ! 
The pow'r of Mufic all our hearts allow, 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 

Avoid Extremes ; and fhun the fault of fuch, 
Who dill are pleas'd too little or too much. 38 
At ev'ry trifle fcorn to take offence, 
That always (hews great pride, or little fenfe ; 
Thofe heads, as ftomachs, are not fare the beft, 
Which naufeate all, and nothing can digeft. 
Yet let not each gay Turn thy rapture move ; 39 
For fools admire, but men of fenfe approve : 
As things feem large which we thro! mills defcry, 
Dulnefs is ever apt to magnify. 

Some foreign writers, fome our own defpife ; 
The Ancients only, or the Moderns prize. 39 

Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply'd 
To one fmall fed*, and all are damn'd befidc. 
Meanly they feek the bleffing to confine, 
And force that fun but on a part to fhine, 
Which not alone the fouthern wit fnblimes, 4c 
But ripens fpirits in cold northern climes ; 
Which from the firft has fhone on ages pad, 
Enlights the prefent, and mail warm the lad ; 
Tho' each may feel encreafes and decays, 
And fee now clearer and now darker days. 40 

Regard not then if Wit be old or new, 
Hut blame the falfe, and value (till the true. 
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Some ne'er advance a Judgment of their own, 
But catch the fpreading notion of the Town ; 
They reafon and conclude by precedent, 410 

And own ftale nonfenfe which they ne'er invent. 
Some judge of authors names, not works, and then 
Nor praife nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this fervile herd, the word is he 
That in proud dulnefs joins with Quality. 4 1 5 

A conusant Critic at the great man's board, 
To fetch and carry nonfenfe for my Lord. 
What woful fluff this madrigal would be, 
In fome ftarv'd hackney fonneteer, or me ? 
But let a Lord once own the happy lines, 420 

How the wit brightens ! how the ftyle refines ! 
Before his facred name flies ev'ry fault, 
And each exalted ilanza teems with thought ! 

The Vulgar thus through Imitation err ; 
As oft the Learn'd by being Angular j 425 

So much they fcorn the croud, that if the throng 
By chance go right, they purpofely go wrong : 
So Schifmatics the plain believers quit, 
And are but damn'd for having too much wit. 
Some praife at morning what they blame at night ; 
But always think the laft opinion right. 43 1 

A Mufe by thcfe is like a miftrefs us'd, 
This hour (he's idolized, the next abus'd * 
While their weak heads like towns unfortify'd, 
'Twixt fenfe and nonfenfe daily change their fide. 
I 2 
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Aflc them the caufc ; they're wifer Ml, they fay; 

And (till to-morrow's wifer than to-day. 

We think our fathers fools ; fo wife we grow; 

Our wifer fons, no doubt, will think us fo. 439 5, 

Once School-divines this zealous ifle o'er-fpread; j 

Who knew mod Sentences, was deeped read ; ^ 

Faith, Gofpel, all, feem'd made to be difputed, ] 

And none had fenfe enough to be confuted : 

Scotifts and Thomhls, now, in peace remain, 

Amidft their kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 445 

If Faith itfelf has difTrent dreffes worn, 

What wonder modes in Wit mould take their turn ? 

Oft', leaving what is natural and fit, 

The current folly proves the ready wit ; 

Ver. 445, Duck-lane] A place where old and fecond-hand 
books were fold formerly, near Smithfield. 

Var iations, 
Ver. 447. Between this and f 448. 

The rhyming Clowns that gladded Shakefpear's age, 

No more with crambo entertain the ftage. 

Who now in Anagrams their Patron praifc, 
' Or fing their Miftrefs in Acroftic lays ? 

Ev'n pulpits plcas'd with merry puns of yore ; 

Now all are banifli'd to th» Hibernian fhore ! 

Thus leaving what was natural and fit, 

The current folly prov'd their ready wit ; 

And authors thought their reputation fafe, 

Which liv'd as long as fools were pleas'd to laugh. 
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And authors think their reputation fafer, 450 

Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh, 
r Some valuing thofe of their own fide or mind, 
Still make themfelves the meafure of mankind : 
Fondly we think we honour merit then, 
When we but praife ourfelves in other men. 455 
Parties in Wit attend on thofe of State, 
And public fadlion doubles private hate. 
Pride, Malice, Folly, againft Dryden rofe, 
In various fhapes of Parfons, Critics, Beaus ; 
But fenfe furviv'd, when merry jefts were pafl ; 460 
For rifmg merit will buoy up at laft. 
Might he return, and blefs once more our eyes, 
New Blackmores and new Mil bourns mull arife : 
- Nay mould great Homer lift his awful head, 
Zoilus again would ftart up from the dead. 465 
Envy will merit, as its fhade, purfue ; 
|Sut like a fhadow, proves the fubftance true : 
For envy'd Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 
Th' oppofmg body's groffnefs, not its own. 
When firft that fun too pow'rful beams difplays, 470 
It draws up vapours which obfcure its rays ; 
But ev'n thofe clouds at laft adorn its way, 
Refledt new glories and augment the day. 
Be thou the firft true merit to befriend ; 
His praife is loft, who ftays 'till all commend. 475 
Short is the date, alas, of modern rhymes, 
And 'tis but juft to let them live betimes. 

13 
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No longer now that golden age appear?, 
When Patriarch- wits furviv'd a thoufand years : 
Now length of Fame (our fecond life) is loft, 48* 
And bare threefcore is all ev'n that can boaft; 
Our fons their fathers' failing language fee, 
And fuch as Chaucer is, fhall Diyden be. 
So when the faithful pencil has defign'd 
Some bright Idea of the mailer's mind, 48 

Where a new world leaps out at his command, 
And ready Nature waits upon his hand ; 
When the ripe colours foften and unite, 
And fweetly melt into juft (hade and light ; 
When mellowing years their full perfection give, 49* 
And each bold figure juft begins to live, 
The treacherous colours the fair art betray, 
And all the bright creation fades away ! 

Unhappy Wit, like moil miftaken things, 
Atones not for that envy which it brings. 491 

In youth alone its empty praife we boaft, 
But foon the fhort-liv'd vanity is loft : 
Like fomc fair flowV the early fpring fupplies, 
That gayly blooms, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
What is this Wit, which muft our cares employ ? 
The owner's wife, that other men enjoy ; 501 

Then moft our trouble ftill when moft admirM, 
And ftill the more we give, the more requir'd ; 
W'hofe fame with pains we guard, but lofe with eafe 
Sure fome to vex, but never all to pleafe ; 50; 
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Tis what the vicious fear, the virtuous fhun, 
By fools 'tis hated, and by knaves undone I 
If Wit fo much from Ign'ranoe undergo, 
Ah let not learning too commence its foe ! 
Of old, thofe met rewards who could excell, 510 
And fuch were prais'd who but endeavour'd well : 
Tho' triumphs were to gen'rals only due, 
Crowns were referv'd to grace the foldiers too. 
Now, they who reach ParnafTus' lofty crown, 
Employ their pains to lpurn fome others down ; 5 1 5 
And while felf-love each jealous writer rules, 
Contending wits become the fport of fools : 
But flill the worft with moll regret commend, 
For each ill Author is as bad a Friend. 520 

To what bafe ends, and by what abjeft ways, 
Are mortals urg'd thro' facred luft of praife f 
Ah ne'er fo dire a third of glory boait, 
Nor in the Critic let the Man be loft. 
Good-nature and good-fenfe muft ever join ; 525 
To err is human, to forgive, divine. 

But if in noble minds fome dregs remain 
Not yet purg'd off, of fpleen and four difdain ; 

V*t. 527. But if in n§ble minds fome dregs remain, etc.] But 
if the four critical humour muft needs have vent, he points to 
its right object • and (hews how it may be ufefully and inno- 
cently diverted. This is very obfervable j for our author makes 
fpleen and difdain the characleriftic of the falfe Critic, and yet 
here fuppofes them inherent in the true. But it is done with 
judgment, and a knowledge of Nature. For as bittcrnefs an<| 

14 
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Difcharge that rage on more provoking crimes,. 

Nor fear a dearth in thefe flagitious times. 530 

No pardon vile Obfccnity Ihould find, 

Tho' wit and art confpire to move your mind ; 

But Dulnefs with Obfcenity mull prove 

As fliameful fure as Impotence in love. 

In the fat age of pleafure, wealth, and eafe, 535 

Sprung the rank weed, and thriv'd with large in- 

creafe : 
When love was all an eafy Monarch's care ; 
Seldom at council, never in a war : 
Jilts rul'd the ftate, and flatefmen farces writ ; 
Nay wits had peniions, and young Lords had wit: 
■The Fair fate panting at a Courtier's play, 541 
And not a Mafk went unimprov'd away : 
The modeft fan was lifted up no more, 
And Virgins fmil'd at what they blulh'd before. 
The following licenfe of a Foreign reign 545 

Did all the dregs of bold Socinus drain ; 

acerbity in unripe fruits of the beft kind are the foundation and 
capacity of that high fpirit, rate, and flavour which we find in 
them, when perfectly concoclcd by the warmth and influence of 
the Sun, and which, without thofe qualities, would often gain 
no more by that influence than only a mcl/oiv injipidity : fo 
fpleen and difdain in the true Critic, improved by long ftudy and 
experience, ripen into an exectnefs of Judgment and an elegance 
of Taftc : But, lying in the falfe Critic remote from the influ- 
ence of good letters, continue in all their firft ofFenflve harfh- 
nefs and airringency. 
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Then unbelieving Priefts reform'd the nation, 
And taught more pleafant methods of falvation ; 
Where HeavVs free fubje&s might their right dif- 

pute, 
Left God himfelf Ihould feem too abfolute : 550 
Pulpits their facred fatire learn'd to fpare, 
And Vice admir'd to find a flatt'rer there ! 
Encourag'd thus, Wit's Titans brav'd the ikies, 
And the prefs groan'd with licens'd blafphemies. 
Thefe monftcrs, Critics ! with your darts engage, 
Here point your thunder, and exhauft your rage ! 
Yet fhun their fault, who, fcandaloufly nice, 
Will needs miftake an author into vice ; 
All feems infedled that th' infetted fpy, 
As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 560 

Learn then what Morals Critics ought to mow, 
For 'tis but half a Judge's talk, to know. 
'Tis not enough, tafle, judgment, learning, join ; 
In all you fpeak, let truth and candour mine : 
That not alone what to your fenfe is due 565 

All may allow ; but feek your friendfhip too. 
Be filcnt always, when you doubt your fenfe ; 
And fpeak, tho' fure, with feeming diffidence : 
Some pofitive, perfifting fops we know, 
Who if once wrong, will needs be always fo ; 570 

Via. 547. The author has omitted two lines which ftood 
here, as containing a National Refle8ion> which in his ftricler 
judgment he could not but difapprove on any People whatever. 
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But you, with pleafure own your errors pa 
And make each day a Critique on the laft 

^Tis not enough your counfel frill be tru 
Blunt truths more mifchief than nice faUho 
Men muft be taught as if you taught them 
And things unknown propos'd as things f< 
Without Good Breeding, truth is difapprot 
That only makes fuperior fenfe belov'd. 

Be niggards of advice on no pretence : 
For the worft avarice is that of fenfe. 
With mean complacence ne'er betray your 
Nor be fo civil as to prove unjufh 
Fear not the anger of the wife to raife ; 
Thofe beft can bear reproof, who merit pi 

'Twere well might Critics (till this freed 
But Appius reddens at each word you (peafc 
And flares, tremendous, with a threafning 
Like fome fierce Tyrant in old tapeftry. 
Fear moll to tax an Honourable fool, 
Whofe right it is, uncenfur'd, to be dull ; 
Such, without wit, are Poets when they pl< 
As without learning they can take Degrees 

Ver. 587. And par -ei tremendous, etc.] This picture 
to himfelf by John Dennis, a furious old Critic by 
who, upon no other provocation, wrote againft thi; 
its author, in a manner perfedlly lunatic : For, as to 
tion made of him in f 270. he took it as a Com pi i 
/aid it was rrcacheronfly meant to caufe him to ov< 
Abuje of his Perfcn. 
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ave dang'rous truths to unfuccefsful Satires, 
d flattery to fulfome Dedicators, 
hom, when they praifc, the World believes no 
more, 595 

tan when they promife to give fcribling o'er. 
is beft fometimes your cenfure to reftrain, 
d charitably let the dull be vain : 
ur filence there is better than your (pite, 
r who can rail fo long as they can write ? 600 
tl humming on, their drouzy courfe they keep, 
d laih'd fo long, like tops, are lafh'd afleep. 
Ife fteps but help them to renew the race, 
, after {tumbling, Jades will mend their pace, 
lat crouds of thefe, impenitently bold, 60$ 

founds and jingling fyllables grown old, 
11 run on Poets, in a raging vein, 
'n to the dregs and fquee zings of the brain, 
ain out the lail dull droppings of their fenfe, 
d rhyme with all the rage of Impotence. 610 
Such fhamelefs Bards we have; and yet 'tis 

true, 
ere are as mad, abandoned Critics too. 
e bookful blockhead, ignorantly read, 
th loads of learned lumber in his head, 
th his own tongue ftill edifies his ears, 615 
d always luVning to himfelf appears. 
books he reads, and all he reads aflails, 
m Dryden's Fables down to Durfey's Tales. 



I! 
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With him, moft authors fteal their works, 
Garth did not write his own Difpenfary. 
Name a new Play, and he's the Poet's frier 
Nay fhow'd his faults — but when would 

mend ? 
No place £o facred from fuch fops is barr 1 
Nor is Paul's church more fafe than Paul's 

yard : 
Nay, fly to Altars j there they'll talk you da 
For Fools rufh in where Angels fear to trc 
Diftruftful fenfe with modeft caution fpeak 
It ftill looks home, and fliort excurfions ma 
But ratding nonfenfe in full vollies breaks, 
And never ihock'd, and never turn'd aiidc, 
Burfts out, refiillefs, with a thund'ring tide. 
But where's the man, who counfel can be 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to 

Ver. 620. Garth did not write, etc."] A common : 
that time in prejudice of that deferving author. Our 
him this juftice, when that flander moft prevaiTd j and 
(perhaps the fooner for this very verfe) dead and forgot 

Ver. 632. But where's the man, etc."] He anfwers, 
was to be found in the happier ages of Greece and Rom 

Variat ions. 

Ver. 624. Between this and f 625. 

Jn vain you fhrug and fweat, and ftrive to fly : 
TheTe know no Manners but of Poetry. 
They'll flop a hungry Chaplain in his grace, 
To treat of Unities of time and place. 
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Unbiafs'd, or by favour, or by fpite ; 

Not dully prepoflefs'd, nor blindly right; 635 

Tho' leanfd, well-bred ; and tho' well-bred, fincere; 

Modeftly bold, and humanly fevere : 

Who to a friend his faults can freely (how, 

And gladly praife the merit of a foe ? 

Bleft with a tafte exadl, yet unconfin'd ; 640 

A knowledge both of books and human kind ; 

Gen'rous converfe ; a foul exempt from pride $ 

Arid love to praife, with reafon on his fide ? 

perfons of Arijlotlc and Horace, Dionyfius and Petronius, 2}uin~ 
tilian and Longinus, Whofe Characters he has not only exactly 
drawn, but contrafted them with a peculiar elegance ; the pro- 
found fcience and logical method of Arijlotlc being oppofed to the 
plain common fenfe of Horace, conveyed in a natural and familiar 
negligence ; thejludy and refinement of Dionyfius, to the gay and 
ccurtly eafe of Petronius ; and the gravity and mintitenefs of Quin« 
tilian to the vivacity and general topics of Longinus. Ncr has 
the Poet been lefs careful, in thcfe examples, to point out their 
eminence in the feveral critical Virtues he fo carefully inculcated 
in his precepts. Thus in Horace he particularizes his Candour, 
lh Petronius his Good Breeding, in Sjuintilian his free and copious 
Infiruclion, and in Longinus his great and noble Spirit. — By this 
queftion and anfwer we fee, he does not encourage us to feareh 
for the true Critic amongft modern writers. And indeed the 
difcovery of him, if it could be made, would be but an invidious 
bufinefs. I will venture no farther than to name the piece of 
Criticifm in which thcfe marks may be found. It is in tided, 
S^ Hot, Fl. Art Poetica, et ejujd. Ep, ad Aug. with an Englijh 
Commentary and Notes. 

Via. 643. ivitb reason on his fide f\ Not only on his fde, 
tot actually exercifed in the frrvice of his profeffion. That 
I 
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Such once were Critics ; fuch the happ; 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew. 
The mighty Stagirite firft left the fliore, 
Spread all his fails, and durft the deeps e* 
He (leer'd fecurely, and difcover'd far, 
Led by the light of the Maeonian Star. 
Poets, a race long unconfm'd, and free. 
Still fond and proud of favage liberty, 
Receiv'd his laws 5 and flood convinc'd 't 
Who conquer'd Nature, fliould preiide o'« 

Critic makes but a mean figure, who, when he ha 
the excellencies of his author, contents himfelf in o 
to the world, with only empty exclamations on th 
His office is to explain the nature of thofe beauties, 
whence they arife, and what effects they produce \ 
better and fuller expreffion of the Poet, 

To teach the world with Reafon to admir 
" Ver. 653. Who conquer d Nature, jbould frejidi 
By this is not meant pbyfical Nature, but moral, 1 

Variations. 

Between $ 647 and 648. I found the following 

fupprcft by the author : 

That bold Columbus of the realms of wit, 
Whofe firft difcov'ry's not exceeded yet. 
Led by the light of the Ma?on:an Star, 
He fteer'd fecurely, and difcover'd far. 
Ke, when all Nature was fubdu'd before, 
Like his great Pupil, figh'ri, ar.d long'd for mo 
Fdnry's wild regions yet unvanquiiVd lay,, 
A boundlcfs empire, and that ovvr/d no fway. 
Poets, etc, 
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Horace mil charms with graceful negligence, 
And without method talks us into fenfe, 655 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey 
The trueft notions in the eafieft way. 
He, who fupreme in judgment, as in wit, 
Might boldly cenfure, as he boldly writ, 659 

Yet judg'd with coolnefs, tho' he fung with fire ; 
His Precepts teach but what his works iofpire. 
Our Critics take a contrary extreme, 
They, judge with fury, but they write with flegm : 
Nor fuffers Horace more in wrong Tranilations 
By Wits, than Critics in as wrong Quotations. 665 

See Dionyfius Homer's thoughts refine, 
And call new beauties forth from ev'ry line I 

Fancy and art in gay Petronius pleafe, 
The fcholars learning, with the courtier's eafe. 

the obfervation confifa in our underftanding it in this fenle. For 
the Poet not only ufes the word Nature for human nature, 
throughout this poem ; but alfo, where, in the beginning of it, 
he lays down the principles of the arts he treats of, he makes 
the knowledge of human ttaturt the foundation of all Criticifm 
and Poetry. Nor is the obfervation lefs true than appofite. 
For, AriftotlSs natural enquiries were fuperficial, and ill made, 
tho* extenfive : But his logical and moral works are incomparable. 
In thefe he has unfolded the human mind, and laid open all the 
rcce/Tes of the heart and undcrftanding ; and by his Categories, 
not only conquered Nature, but kept her in tenfold chains : Not 
as Dulnefs kept the Mufes, in the D unci ad, to (ilence them ; 
but as Anftaus held Proteus in Virgil, to deliver Oracles. 
Vxr. 666. Sec Dionyfius.] Of Halicarnaffus. 
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In grave Quintilian's copious work, we find 670 
The jufteft rules, and cleareft method join'd : 
Thus ufeful arms in magazines we place, 
All rangM in order, and difpos'd with grace, 
But lefs to pleafe the eye, than arm the hand, 
Still fit for ufe, and ready at command. 675 

Thee, bold Longinus ! all the Nine infpire, 
And blcfs their Critic with a Poet's fire. 
An ardent Judge, who zealous in his truft, 
With warmth gives fentence, yet is always juft ; 
Whofe ov/n example ftrengthens all his laws; 680 
And is himfelf that great Sublime he draws. 

Thus long fucceeding Critics juftly reign'd, 
Licenfe reprefs'd, and ufeful laws ordain 'd. 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew ; 
And Arts ftill follow'd where her Eagles flew ; 685 
From the fame foes, at laft, both felt their doom, 
And the fame age faw Learning fall, and Rome. 
With Tyranny, then Superflition join'd, 
As that the body, this enflav'd the mind ; . 
Much was bdicv'd, but little underfiood, 690 

And to be dull was conftru'd to be good ; 
A fecond deluge Learning thus o'er-run, 
And the Monks fininYd what the Goths begun. 

^ Variations. 

Between f £91. ar.d Or.?., the author omitted thefe two, 
Vuin Witj and Critics were no more allow'd, 
"When none but Saints had licenfe to be proud. ■ 
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At length Erafmus, that great injur'd name, 
(The glory of the Pricfthood, and the fhame !) 695 
StemM the wild torrent of a barb'rous age, 
And drove thofe holy Vandals off the ftage. 

But fee ! each Mufe, in Leo's golden days, 
Starts from her trance, and trims her withered 

bays, 
Rome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins fpread, 700 
Shakes off the duft, and fears his rev'rend head. 
Then fculpture and her fifler-arts revive ; 
Stones leap'd to form, and rocks began to live 5 
With fweeter notes each rifing Temple rung ; 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida fung. 705 

Immortal Vida ; on whofe honoured brow 
The Poet's bays and Critics ivy grow : 
Cremona now (hall ever boaft thy name, 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame ! 709 

But foon by impious arms from Latium chas'd, 
Their ancient bounds the baninYd Mufes pafs'd ; 
Thence Arts o'er all the northern world advance, 
But Critic-learning flourim'd moll in France ; 
The rules a nation, born to ferve, obeys ; 
And Boileau ftill in right of Horace fways. 71 5 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws deipis'd, 
And kept unconquer'd and unciviliz'd ; 
Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, 
We ftill defy'd the Romans, as of old. 
Yet fome there were, among the founder few 720 
Of thofe who lefs prefum'd, and better knew, 

Vol. I. K 
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Who durft aiTert the jufler ancient caufe, 
And here reftor'd Wit's fundamental laws. 
Such was the Mufe, whofe rules and pra&ic 
" Nature's chief Mailer-piece is writing well 
Such was Rofcommon, not more learn'd ths 
With manners gen'rous as his noble blood ; 

Ver. 724. Such was the Mufe—] EJfay on Put 
Duke of Buckingham. Our Poet is not the only < 
time who complimented this EJfay, and its noble Autl 
Dryden had done it very largely in the Dedication to 
lation of the iBneid 5 and Dr. Garth in the firft Edit 
Difpenfary lays, 

The Tyber now no courtly Callus fees, 

But failing Thames enjoys his Normanbys. 

Tho' afterwards omitted, when parties were carried i 

the reign of Queen Anne, as to allow no commendat 

oppofite in Politics. The Duke was all his life a fte 

rent to the Church of England-Party, yet an Encn 

extravagant meafures of the Court in the reign of C 

On which account, after having ftrongly patronized Mi 

a coolncfs fucceeded between them on that poet's abfolu 

ment to the Court, which carried him fome lengtl 

what the Duke could approve of. This nobleman's 

racier had been very well marked by Mr. Dryden befc 

The Mufe's friend, 

Himfelf a Mufc. In Sanadrin's debate 

True to his prince, but not a Have of ftate. 

Abf. and A 

Our Author was more happy, he was honoured ve 
with his friendfhip, and it continued till his death i 
circumftances of a familiar eftesm. 
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To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known, 
And ev'ry author's merit, but his own. 
Such late was Walfh— the Mufe's judge and friend, 
Who juftly knew to blame or to commend ; 731 
To failings mild, but zealous for defert ; 
The cleareft head, and the fmcereft heart. 
This humble praife, lamented fhade I receive, 
This praife at leaft a grateful Mufe may give : 735 
The Mufe, whofe early voice you taught to fing, 
Prefcrib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender wing, 
(Her guide now loft) no more attempts to rife, 
But in low numbers fhort excurfions tries : 739 

Content, if hence th' unlearn'd their wants may view, 
The learnM reflect on what before they knew : 
Carelefs of cenfure, nor too fond of fame ; 
Still pleas'd to praife, yet not afraid to blame; 
Averfe alike to flatter, or offend ; 
Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend. 745 
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Madam, 

IT will be in vain to deny that I have fomc regard for this 
piece, fince I dedicate it to You. Yet You may bear me 
witnefs, it was intended only to divert a few young Ladies, 
who have good fenfe and good humour enough to laugh not 
only at their fex'» little unguarded follies, but at their own. 
But as it was comrfiunicated with the air of a Secret, it fooa 
found its way into the world. An imperfect copy having been 
offer* d to a Bookfeller,- you had the good-nature for my fake 
t» confent to the publication of one more correct : This I was 
forc'd to, before I had executed half my defign, for the Ma- 
chinery was entirely wanting to complete it. 

The Machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the Critic*, 
to fignify that part which the Deities, Angels, or Daemons arc 
made to act in a Poem : For the ancient Poets are in one re- 
fpect like many modern Ladies : let an action be never fo 
trivial in itfelf, they always make it appear of the utmort. 
importance. Thefe Machines I determin'd to raife on a very 
new and odd foundation, the Roficrufian doctrine of Spirits. 

I know how difagreeable it is to make ufe of hard words 
before a Lady ; but 'tis fo much the concern of a Poet to 
have his works underftood, and particularly by your Sex, 
that you muft give me leave to explain two or three difficult 
terms. 

The Roficrufians are a people I muft bring you acquainted 
with. The beft account I know of them is in a French book 
calTd Le Comte dc Gabalis, which both in its title and fize is (o 

K 4 
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like a Novel, that many of the Fair Sex have read it for < 
by miftake. According to thefe Gentlemen, the four Elemc 
are inhabited by Spirits, which they call Sylphs, Gnoac 
Nymphs, and Salamanders. The Gnomes or Daemons ofEa 
delight in mifchief 5 but the Sylphs, whofe habitation is in t 
Air, are the bed condition^ creatures imaginable. For tl 
fay, any mortals may enjoy the moft inturiate familiarities w 
thefe gentle Spirits, upon a condition very eafy to all true Adej 
an inviolate prefervation of Chaftity. 

As to the following Canto's, all the pafiages of them are 
fabulous, as the Vifion at the beginning, or the Transformati 
at the end 5 (except the lofs of your Hair, which I alws 
mention with reverence.) The Human perfons are as ficlitic 
as the Airy ones ; and the character of Belinda, as it is nc 
manag'd, refembles you in nothing but in Beauty. 

If this Poem had as many Graces as there are in your Perfc 
or in your mind, yet I could never hope it fliould paft thi 
the world half fo uncenfur'd as You have done. But let 
fortune be what it will, mine is happy enough, to have giv 
me this occafion of affuring you that I am, with the trui 
efteem, 

M A D A M, 

Your moft obedient, bumble Servant, 

A. P O P I 
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THE 

RAPEof the LOCK. 

- ■ Nolucram, Belinda, tuos violare cap ill os ; 
' Sed juvat hoc precibus me tribuifTe tuis. Mart. 

CANTO I. 

"1T7HAT dire offence from am'rous caufes 

W Springs, 

"What mighty contefts rife from trivial tilings, 
I fing — This verfe to Caryl, Mufe ! is due : 
This ev'n Belinda may vouchfafe to view : 

* It appears by this Motto, that the following Tocm was 
written or published at the Lady's requeft. But there are Come 
further circumftances not unworthy relating. Mr. Caryl (a 
Gentleman who was Secretary to Queen Mary, wife of James II. 
whole fortunes he followed into France, Author of the Comedy 
of Sir Solomon Single, and of fevcral translations in Dry den's 
Mifccllanies) originally propoled the fubje& to him in a view 
of putting an end, by this piece of ridicule, to a quarrel that 
was rifen between two noble Families, thofc of Lord Petre and 
of Mrs. Fcrmorj on the trifling occafion of his having cut off a 
lock of her hair. The Author fent it to the Lady, with whom 
he was acquainted ; and fhe took it fo well as to give about 
copies of it. That fir ft /ketch, (we learn from one of his Letters) 
was written in lefs than a fortnight, in 171 1. in two Canto's 
inly, and it was fo printed $ firft, in a Mifccllany of Bern. 
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Slight is the fubjeft, but not fo the praife, 
If She infpire, and He approve my lays. 

Say what ftrange motive, Goddefs I could 
A well-bred Lord t' affault a gentle Belle ? 
O fay what ftranger caufe, yet unexplor'd, 
Could make a gende Belle rejedl a Lord ? 
In tafks {o bold, can litde men engage, 
And in foft bofoms dwells fuch mighty Rag< 

Sol thro' white curtains (hot a tim'rous ra 
And ope'd thofe eyes that muft eclipfe the cb 

Lihtot*s, without the name of the Author. But it wai 
fo well, that he made it more confiderable the ncxl 
the addition of the machinery of the Sylphs, and earl 
to five Canto's. We {hall give the reader the pleafure 
in what manner thefe additions were inferted, fo as to 
to be added, but to grow out of the Poem. See Notes, 
f 19, etc. P. 

This infcrtion he always eftcemed, and juftly, the 
effort of his jkill and art as a Poet. 

Va r i at ions. 

VrR. 11, 12. Tt was in the firft Editions, 
And dwells fuch rage in fofteft bofoms then, 
And lodge fuch daring Souls in little Men ? 

Ver. 13, etc. Stood thus in the firft Edition, 
Sol thro' white curtains did his beams difplay, 
And ope'd thcfe eyes which brighter fhone than tl 
Shock juft had giv'n himfelf the roufing fhake, 
And Nymphs prcpar'd their Chocolate to take: 
Thrice the wrought flipper knock' d againft the grc 
And ftriking watches the tenth hour refound. 
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Now lap-dogs give themfelves the roufing fhake, 1 5 
And fleeplefs lovers, juft at twelve, awake : 
Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knocked the ground, 
And the prefs'd watch return'd a filver found. 
Belinda ftill her downy pillow preft, 
Her guardian Sylph prolong'd the balmy reft: 20 
'Twas He had fummon'd to her iilent bed 
The morning dream that hover 'd o'er her head, 

Vik. 22. Belinda fill, etc.] All the verfes from hence to 
the end of this Canto were added afterwards. 
. V*R. 20. Her Guardian Sy/pb] When Mr. Pope had pro- 
jected to give this Poem its prefent form, he was obJiged to find 
it with its Machinery. For as the fubjeft of the Epic Poem 
confifts of two parts, the metaphyseal and the civil, fo this mock 
Cpic, which is of the fatiric kind, and receives its grace from a 
ludicrous imitation of the other's pomp and folemnity, was to 
have the lame divifion of the fubjecl. And, as the civil part is 
intentionally debafed by the choice of an insignificant action : 
fo fhpuld the metapbyfical, by the ufe of fome very extravagant 
fyftem. A rule, which tho* neither Boileau nor Garth have 
been careful enough to attend to, our Author's good fenfe would 
not fuffer him to overlook. And that fort of Machinery which 
his judgment taught him was only fit for his ufe, his admirable 
invention fupplied. There was but one Syftem in all nature 
which was to his purpofe, the RoJUruJian Pbilofophy ; and this, 
by the well directed effort of his imagination, he prefently feized 
upon. The fanatic Alchemifts, in their fearch after the great 
fecret, had invented a means altogether proportioned to their end* 
It was a kind of Theological-Philofophy, made up of almoft 
equal mixtures of Pagan Platonifm, Chriftian Quietifm, and the 
Jewim Cabbala ; a compofition enough to fright Reafon from 
human commerce* This general fyftem, he tells us, he took 
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A Youth more glittering than a Birth-night Bca 
(That ev'n in flumber caus'd her cheek to gloi 
Seem'd to her ear his winning lips to lay, 
And thus in whifpers faid, or feexn'd to fay. 
Fairefl of mortals, thou dUHnguinYd care 
Of thoufand bright Inhabitants of Air ! 
If e'er one Vifion touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the Nurfe and all the Prieft have taught 
Of airy Elves by moonlight fhadows feen, 
The filver token, and the circled green, 
Or virgins vifited by Angel-pow'rs, 
With golden crowns and wreaths of heav'nly flo 

as he found it in a little French trait called, Le Comte de G, 
This book is written in Dialogue, and is a delicate an 
ingenious piece of raillery of the AbbeVUliers, upon that it 
feet, of which the ftories that went about at that time, t 
great deal of noife at Paris. But, as in this fatirical Dia 
Mr. P. found feveral whimfies, of a very high myfterious 
told of the nature of thefe elementary beings, which wen 
unfit to come into the machinery of fuch a fort of poem, i 
with great judgment omitted them ; and in their ftead, trn 
of the Legendary ftories of Guardian Angels, and the N 
Tales of the Fairies ; which he has artfully accommodated 
reft of the Roficrufian Syjlem. And to this, (unlefs we \ 
fo uncharitable to believe he intended to give a needlefs fc 
we muft fuppofe he referred, in thefe two lines, 

If e'er one Vifion touch'd thy infant thought, 
Of all the nurfe, and all the prieft have taught. 
Thus, by the moft beautiful invention imaginable, he has 
trived, that, as in the ferious Epic, the popular belief fu 
the Machinery ; fo, in his mock Epic, the Machinery i 
be contrived to difmount philofophic pride and arrogance* 
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Hear and believe ! thy own importance know, 3 5 
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below. 
Some fecret truths, from learned pride conceal'd, 
To Maids alone and Children are reveal'd : 
What tho* no credit doubting Wits may give ? 
The Fair and Innocent (hall (till believe. 40 

Know then, unnumbered Spirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower iky : 
Thefe, tho' unfeen, are ever on the wing, 
Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring. 
Think what an equipage thou haft in Air, 45 

And view with fcorn two Pages and a Chair. 
As now your own, our beings were of old, 
And once inclosed in Woman's beauteous mould ; 
Thence, by a foft tranfition, we repair 
From earthly Vehicles to thefe of air. 50 

Think not, when Woman's tranfient breath is 

fled, 
That all her vanities at once are dead ; 
Succeeding vanities fhe (till regards, 
And tho' (he plays no more, o'erlooks the cards. 

Vei. 47. At now your own, etc.] He here forfake* the Ro- 
ficrufian fyftem ; which, in this part, is too extravagant evea 
for Poetry ; and gives a beautiful fiction of his own, on the 
Platonic Theology of the continuance of the paffions in another 
fiatty when the mind, before it* leaving this, has not been purged 
and purified by philofopby ; which f urniihes an occafion for much 
ufeful fa tire. 
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Her joy in gilded chariots, when alive, 
And love of Ombre, after death furvive. 
For when the Fair in all their pride expii 
To their firft Elements their Souls retire : 
The Sprites of fiery Termagants in Flam* 
Mount up and take a Salamander's name 
Soft yielding minds to Water glide away; 
And fip, with Nymphs, their elemental ' 
The graver Prude finks downward to a C 
In fearch of mifchief flill on Earth to ro; 
The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repai 
And fport and flutter in the fields of Air. 
Know farther yet ; whoever fair and c 
Rejects mankind, is by fome Sylph embi 
For Spirits, freed from mortal laws, wit] 
AfTume what fexes and what fliapes they 
What guards the purity of melting Maids 
In courtly balls, and midnight mafquera 
Safe from the treach'rous friend, the dar: 
The glance by day, the whifper in the d; 

Vf.r. 68. is by fome Sylpb embrac'd :] Here agai 
refumes a tenet peculiar to the Roficrufian fyftc 
principle, on which it is founded, was by no m( 
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When kind occasion prompts their warm defires, 75 
When mufic foftens, and when dancing fires ? 
Tis but their Sylph, the wife Celeftials know, 
Tho' Honour is the word with Men below. 

Some nymphs there are, too confcious of their face, 
For life predeftin'd to the Gnome's embrace. 80 
Thefe fwell their profpe&s and exalt their pride, 
When offers are difdain'd, and love deny'd : 
Then gay Ideas croud the vacant brain, 
While Peers, and Dukes, and all their fweeping train. 
And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 85 

And in foft founds, Your Grace falutes their ear. 
*Tis thefe that early taint the female foul, 
Infrrudfc the eyes of young Coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant-cheeks a bidden blufli to know, 
And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. 90 

Oft, when the world imagine women (tray, 
The Sylphs thro' myftic mazes guide their way, 
Thro' all the giddy circle they purfue, 
And old impertinence expel by new. 
What tender maid but muft a viftim fall 95 

To one man's treat, but for another's ball ? 
When Florio fpeaks, what virgin could withftand, 
If gentle Damon did not fqueeze her hand ? 
With varying vanities, from ev'ry part, 
They Ihift the moving Toyihop of their heart; ico 
Where wigs with wigs, with fword-knots fword - 

knots drive, 
Beaux banifh beaux, and coaches coaches drive. 
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This erring mortals Levity tazy call, 

Oh blind to truth ! the Sylphs contrive it a 

Of thefe am I, who thy protection clain 
A watchful fprite, and Ariel is my name. 
Late, as I rang'd the cryftal wilds of air, 
In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 
I faw, alas ! fome dread event impend, 
Ere to the main this morning fun defcend j 
But heav'n reveals not what, or how, or w 
Warn'd by the Sylph, oh pious maid, bew 
This to difclofe is all thy guardian can : 
Beware of all, but moil beware of Man ! 

He faid ; when Shock, who thought (he 
long, 
Leap'd up, and wak'd his miftrefs with his 
'Twas then, Belinda, if report fay true, 
Thy eyes firft open'd on a Billet-doux ; 
Wounds, Charms, and Ardors, were no foo 
But all the Vifion vanifh'd from thy head. 

Ver. ioS. In the clear Mirror] The Language of 

nifts, the writers of the intelligible world of Spirits, e 
Ver. 113. This to difclofe, etc.] There is much 
in the conduct of this fecne. The Roficrufian Do 
delivered only to Adepts, with the utmoft caution, 
the moft folcmn leal of fecrecy. It is here comrnun 
Woman, and in that way of conveyance a Woman m 
to make the lubject of her conversion, that is t 
Drear::. 
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And no\y, mreiVd, %bt Joilet Sands difplay'd, 
ich filyer Vafe.in myftjc order laid, 
rft, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 
r ith head uncovered, the Cofmetic pow'rs. 
heav nly Image in the glafs appears, 125 

that Ihe bends, to that her eyes flie rears ; 
h' inferior Prieftefs, at her altar's fide, 
rembling, begins the facred rites of Pride, 
nnumber'd treafures ope at once, and here 
he various ofFrings of the world appear ; 1 30 
rom each (he nicely culls with curious toil, 
nd decks the Goddefs with the glitt 'ring fpoil. 
"his cafket India's glowing gems unlocks, 
nd all Arabia breathes from yonder box. 
'heTortoife here and Elephant unite, 135 

'ransform'd to combs, the fpeckled, and the white, 
[ere files of pins extend their mining rows, 
uffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Billet-doux. 
low awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
Tie fair each moment rifes in her charms, 140 

Lepairs her fmiles, awakens ev'ry grace, 
Lnd calls forth all the wonders of her face j 
ces by degrees a purer blulh arife, 
lnd keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
[Tie bufy Sylphs furround their darling care, 145 
fhefe fet the head, and thofe divide the hair, 

Vir. 145. The bufy Sylphs, etc.] Ancient Traditions of the 
labbfs relate, that feveral of the fallen Angels became amorous 
Vol. I. L 



continuing impenitent, ftill prefides over the Women's T 
Berelhi Rabbi in Genef. vi. 2. 
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CANTO II. 

NOT with more glories, in th' etherial plain, 
The Sun firft rifes o'er the purpled main, 
Than, iffuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launched on the bofom of the filver Thames. 
Fair Nymphs, and well-dreft Youths around her 
fhone, 5 

But evVy eye was fix'd on her alone. 
On her white breafl a fparkling Crofs fhe wore, 
Which Jews might kifs, and Infidels adore. 
Her lively looks a fprightly mind difclofe, 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thofe : IQ 

Favours to none, to all fhe fmiles extends ; 
Oft fhe rejects, but never once offends. 
Bright as the fun, her eyes the gazers flrike, 
And, like the fun, they mine on all alike. 

Variations. 

Ver. 4. Launch* d on the bofom\ From hence the poem co&» 
tmues in the firft Edition, to f 46. 

The reft the winds difpers'd in empty air ; 
all after, to the end of this Canto, being additional. 
T „ 
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Yet graceful eafe, and fweetnefc void of pride 15 
Might bide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide : 
If to her (hare fome female errors fall, 
Look on her face and you'll forget 'em all. 

This Nymph, to the deftru&ion of mankind, 
NouriftTd two Locks, which graceful hung behind 
In equal curls, and well confpir'd to deck 21 

With mining ringlets the fmooth iv'ry neck. 
Love in thefe labyrinths his ilaves detains, 
And mighty hearts are held in flender chains. 
With hairy fpringes we the birds betray, 25 

Slight lines of hair furprizc the finny prey, 
Fair treffes man's imperial race enfnare, 
And beauty draws us with a {ingle hair. 

Th* adventurous Baron the bright locks admir'd ; 
He faw, he wifh'd, and to the prize afpir'd. 30 
Refolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 
By force to ravifh, or by fraud betray ; 
For when fuccefs a Lover's toil attends, 
Few afk, if fraud or force attained his ends. 

For this, ere Phoebus rofe, he had implor'd 35 
Propitious heav'n, and ev'ry pow'r ador'd ; 
But chiefly Love — to Love an Altar built, 
Of twelve vaft French Romances, neatly gilt. 
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves j 
And all the trophies of his former loves. 40 

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three am'rous fighs to raife the lire. 
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Then proftrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 
Soon to obtain and long poflefs the prize : 
The powVs gave ear, and granted half his pray'r, 
The reft, the winds difpers'd in empty air. 46 

But now fecure the painted veflel glides, 
The fun-beams trembling on the floating tides : 
While melting mufic fteals upon the Iky, 
And foften'd founds along the waters die ; 50 

Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Belinda fmil'd, and all the world was gay. 
All but the Sylph — with careful thoughts opprefl, 
Th' impending woe fat heavy on his breaft. 
He fummons (traits his Denizens of air; 55. 

The lucid fquadrons round the fails repair : 
Soft o'er the fhrouds aerial whifpers breathe, 
That feem'd but Zephyrs to the train beneath. 
Some to the fun their infe&-wings unfold, 
Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold; 60 
Tranfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 
Their fluid bodies half diflblv'd in light 
Loofe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thin glitt'ring textures of the filmy dew, 
Dipt in the richeft tincture of the Ikies, 65 

Where light difports in ever-mingling dyes, 
While ev'ry beam new tranfient colours flings, 
Colours thatchange whene'er they wave their wings. 

Imitations. 
V*i. 45. The fvufrt gave ear,] Virg. JEn* xi. 

L 3 
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Amid the circle on the gilded mall, 

Superior by the head, was Ariel placMj 70 

His purple pinions op'ning to the fun, 

He raised his azure wand, and thus begun. 

Ye Sylphs and S) lphids, to your chief give ear, 
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Daemons hear ! 
Ye know the fphcrcs, and various talks aifign'd 75 
By laws eternal to th* atrial kind. 
Some in the fields of pureft JEiher play, 
And balk and whiten in the blaze of day. 
Some guide the courfe of wand'ring orbs on high, 
Cr roll the planets thro' the boundlefs iky. 80 

Some lefs refin'd, beneath the moon's pale light 
Purfue the ftars that fhoot athwart the night, 
Or fuck the mills in grofler air below, 
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 
Or brew fierce tempefts on the wintry main, 85 
Or o'er the glebe diftill the kindly rain. 
Others on earth o'er human race prefide, 
Watch all their ways, and ail their aclions guide : 
Of thefe the chief the care of Nations own, 
And guard with Arms divine the Britilh Throne. 90 

Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, 
Not a lefs pleafing, tho" lefs glorious care ; 
To fave the powder from too rude a gale, 
Nor let th' impriforfd effences exhale ; 
To draw frefh colours from the vernal flow'rs ; 95 
To Heal from rainbows, ere they drop in fhow'rs, 
1 
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A brighter wafli ; to curl their waving hairs> . 

Afiift their blufhes, and infpire their airs ; 

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beftow, 

To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. 100 
This day, black Omens threat the brighteft Fair 

That e'er deferv'd a watchful fpirit's care ; 

Some dire difafter, or by force, or flight ; 

But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night. 

Whether the nymph fhall break Diana's law, 105 

Or fome frail China jar receive a flaw ; 

Or (lain her honour, or her new brocade ; 

Forget her pray'rs, or mifs a mafquerade j 

Or lofe her heart, or necklace, at a ball 5 109 

Or whether Heav'n has doom'd that Shock muft fall.' 
Hafte then, ye fpirits ! to your charge repair : 
The flutt'ring fan be Zephyretta's care ; 
The drops to thee, Brillante, weconfign; 
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ; 
Do thou, Crifpifla, tend her fav'rite Lock ; 115 
Ariel himfelf (hall be the guard of Shock. 
To fifty chofen Sylphs, of fpecial note, 
We truft th 1 important charge, the Petticoat : 
Oft have we known that feven-fold fence to fail, 
Tho' fliff with hoops, and arm'd with ribs of whale ; 

Ver. 105. Whether the tiympb, etc.] The difafter, which 
makes the fubjeft of this poem, being a trifle, taken ferioujly • 
it naturally led the Poet into this fine fatire on the female cfti- 
mate of human mifchanccs. 
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Form a Arong line about the filver bound, 
And guard the wide circumference around. 

Whatever fpirit, carelefs of his charge, 
His port negle&s, or leaves the fair at large, 
Shall feel (harp vengeance foon overtake his fir. 
Be itop'd in vials, or transfix'd with pins ; 
Or plung'd in lakes of bitter wafhes lie, 
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye : 
Gums and Pomatums {hall his flight reftrain, 
While clog'd he beats his filken wings in vaii 
Or Alum ftyptics with contrafting pow'r 
Shrink his thin eflence like a rivel'd flowV : 
Or, as Ixion hVd, the wretch (hall feel * 
The giddy motion of the whirling Mill, 
In fumes of burning Chocolate ihall glow, 
And tremble at the fea that froths below ! 

He fpoke ; the fpirits from the fails defcen< 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend 
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair; 
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear ; 
With beating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate, 
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CANTO HI. 

^Lose by thofe meads, for ever crownM with 
^J flow'rs, 

Hiere Thames with pride furveys his rifing tow'rs> 
here ftands a ftru&ure of majefUc frame, 
r hich from the neighb'ring Hampton takes its name, 
ere Britain's ftatefmen oft the fall foredoom 5 
f foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home ; 
ere thou, great Anna \ whom three realms obey, 
oft fometimes counfel take — and fometimes Tea. 
Hither the Heroes and the nymphs refort, 
3 tafte a while the pfeafures of a Court ; 10 

various talk th' inftru&ive hours they paft, 
lio gave the ball, or paid the vifit laft ; 
ae fpeaks the glory of the Britifh Queen, 
id one defcribes a charming Indian fcreen ; 

Vai iations, 

Vt*. 1. Clofe by tbofe mads,] The firft Edition continues 

m this line to f 24. of this Canto. 

Pir. 1 1, n. Originally in the firft Edition, 

In various talk the chearful hours they paft, 

Of, who wts bit, or who capott*4 kft, 
2 
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A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At ev'iy word a reputation dies. 
Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat, 
Wfrh Jh^n£; : laufhing, ogling, cmd+llthmt. 
•-Wean 'while, declining iromthe sfaon of day, 
The fan obliquely (hoots his burning ray ; 
The hungry Jndges foon the fentence fign, 
And wretches hang that Jury r -tneb may dine ; 
*]|j^ merchant, from th 1 Exchange return* in pea* 
And .the long labours of the Toilet ceafe, 
Belinda now, wfeom thirft-of fame invites, . 
Burns to encouo^ two adventurous Knights, 
A^Qmbrefiqgfyjlo.d^ . 

^nd fwclU he^,t?eaftwith sxxQQpcfby&tQ come. 
Strait thc.&rce jbgnj}* prepare .in arms to join, 
Each bandthe number of the facsed. nine. 
Soon as fhe fpreads her hand, th" aerial guard 
Defcend, and fit on each important, card: 
Firft Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 
Then each according to the rank they bore ; 
For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 

Behold, four Kings in majefty rever'd, 
With hoary whifkers and a forky beard ; 

Variations. 

Ver. 24. And the long labours of the Toilet ceafe.] All tl 
follows of the game at Ombre, was added fince the firft Editii 
till f io^. which connected thus, 

Sudden the board with cups and fpoons is crown' cL v 
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And four fair Queens whofe hands fuflain a flow'r, 
Th" expreflive emblem of their fofter powV ; 40 
Four knaves in garbs fuccinft, a trufty band ; 
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand ; 
And parti-colour'd troops, a mining train, 
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The flrilful Nymph reviews her force with care : 
Let Spades be trumps .' ihe faid, and trumps they 
were. 46 

Now move to war her fable Matadores, 
In (how like leaders of the fwarthy Moors. 
Spadillio firft, unconquerable Lord ! 
Led off two captive trumps, and fwept the board. . 
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 51 

And march 'd a viclor from the verdant field. , 
Him Bafto followed, but his fate more hard 
Gain'd but one trump and one Plebeian card. 
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years, 55 
TheTioary Majefty of Spades appears, 
Puts forth one manly leg, to fight reveal'd, 
The reft, his many-colour'd robe concealed. 
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage, 
Proves the juft vidlim of his royal rage. 60 

Ev"n mighty Pam, that Kings and Queens o'erthrew. 
And mow'd down armies in the fights of La, 

Ver. 47. Now move to war, etc."] The whole idea of thi* de- 
fcription of a game at Ombre, is taken from Vida's defcription 
of a game at Chefs, in his poem intitlcd, Scaccbia Luduu 



156 THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 

Sad chance of war ! now deftitute of aid, 
Falls undiftinguifh'd by the vi&or Spade I 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield ; 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoft invades, 
Th' imperial confort of the crown of Spades. 
The Club's, black Tyrant firft hex victim dy'd, 
Spite of his haughty mien, and barbarous pride 
What boots the regal circle on his head, 
His giant limbs, in ftate unwieldy fpread ; 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 
And, of all monarchs only, grafps the globe ? 

The Baron now his Diamonds poors apace : 
Th' embroider'd King who fhews but half his fa 
And his refulgent Queen, with powVs corobin'c 
Of broken troops an eafy conqueft find. 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diforder feen 
With throngs promifcuous flrow the level green 
Thus when difpers'd a routed army runs, 
Of Afia's troops, and Afric's fable fons, 
With like confufion different nations fly, 
Of various habit, and of various dye, 
The pierc'd battalions dif-united fall, 
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o'erwhelms them a! 

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 
And wins ( oh fhameful chance ! ) the Queen < 

Hearts. 
At this, the blood the virgin's cheek forfook, 
A livid palenefs fpreads o'er all her look ; 
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She fees, and trembles at th' approaching ill, 
Juft in the jaws of ruin, and Codille. 
And now, (as oft in fome diftemper'd State) 
On one nice Trick depends the gen'rai fate. 
-An Ace of Hearts fteps forth : The King un&en 95 
Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captive Queen : 
He fprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And falls like thunder on the proftrate Ace. 
The nymph exulting fills with fliouts the iky ; 
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply. 100 

O thoughtlefs mortals ! ever blind to fate. 
Too foon dejected, and too foon elate. 
Sudden, thefe honours (hall be fnatch'd away, 
And curs'd for ever this victorious day. 

For lo ! the board with cups and fpoons is crown'd, 
The berries crackle, and die mill turns round ; 106 
On ihiiring altars of Japan they rarfe 
The filver lamp ; the fiery fpirits blaze : 

Vabxat ions. 
V», 10 5. Sudden the board, etc.] From hence, the firftXdi- 
tlon continues to f 134. 

Imitations. 
Via. ioi. 

Ne&ia «ica» hominum fati (brtiique ratunr, 
Et fcrvarc modum, rebus fublata fecundis 1 
Turno tempos erit, magno cum optaverit cmptum 
JntaAum Pallanta j et cum fpoiia ifta diemque 
Oderit Ylrg. 
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From Diver ipotifs the grateful injoors glide* 
While China's earth receives tbe fino4king tide: 
At once they gorily their feaotftamd tafte* in 

And frequent cup* proioftg the rsoh<ifcpafie. 
Strait hover toond the Fair herai*y*and| 
SpjBe, asAe^pptt, the frawgfcq^rfawiM, • 
Some o'er her lap their careful planes dMphy'ti, ' 
Trembling, andcosrfckms of the rich brocade.- ! irt 
Coffee (which makes the.polkkiaa wise, 
And fee thro! all things with his faaiftftut fifes) * 
Sent np in: vapours to the Baion'ttaaw > ' 

New ftratagesas, the radiant Lock-tatgaiiiv- » ! *iab 
Ah ceatb, rtfh youth! defii ere 'tbitooiate, -''- 
Fear the jiift Gods* *nd think of Scytta'sFater ;■- 
Ghang'd to a bird, and fpntft.iBtiiftitir, -., ■ 
She dearly pays for Nifi»* injured hair! 1x4 

But when to Mifchief mortals. bend their will, 
How foon they And fit inftruments of ill? 
Juft then, Clarifla drew with tempting grace 
A two-edg'd weapon from her mining cafe : 
So Ladies in Romance affift their Knight, 
Prefent the fpear, and arm him for the fight. 130 
He takes the gift with reverence, and extends 
The little engine on hia finger's ends; 
This juft behind Belinda's neck he fpread, 
As o'er the fragrant fteams me bends her head. 

Ver. 122. and think of Scy fid's Tmtt /] Vide Ovid Mctam. 
viii. 
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Swift to the Lock a thoufand Sprites repair, 135 
A thoufand wings, by turns, blow back the hair : 
And thrice they twitch'd the diamond in her ear; 
Thrice (he look'd back, and thrice the foe drew near. 
Juft in that inftant, anxious Ariel fought 
The clofe receffes of the Virgin's thought j 140 
As on the nofegay in her breaft reclined, 
He watch'd th' Ideas rifing in her mind, 
Sudden he view'd, in fpite of all her art, 
An earthly Lover lurking at her heart. 
Amaz'dj confus'd, he found his powV expir'd, 145 
Refign'd to fate, and with a figh retired. 

The Peer now fpreads the glitt'ring Forfex wide, 
T* inclofe the Lock ; now joins it, to divide. 
Ev'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos'd j 1 50 

Fate urg'd the (heers, and cut the Sylph in twain, 
(But airy fubftance foon unites again) 

Ve*. 152. But airy fubftance] See Milton, li& vi. of Sataa 
cut afunder by the Angel Michael. P. 

Variations. 

Ver. 134. In the firft edition it was thus, 
As o'er the fragrant ftream ihe bends her head. 
Firft he expands the glitt'ring Forfex wide 
T inclofe the Lock ; then joins it to divide : ( 

The meeting points the facred hair diflever, 
From the fair head for ever and for ever, jr 154. 
All that is between was added afterwards. 
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The meeting points the facred hair diflever 

From the fair head for ever and for ever ! 154 

Then fla(h'd the living lightening from her eyes, 
And fcreams of horror rendth' affrighted ikies. 
Not louder Jhrieks to pityingheav'u are call, 
When hufbands, or when lapdogs breathe their laft ; 
Or when rich China veflels falTn from high, 
In glittering daft, and painted fragments lie ! 160 

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine, 
(The Vidor cry'd) the glorious Prize is mine ! 
While iiih in (breams, or birds delight in air, 
Or in a poach and fix the firitUh Fair, 
As long as Atalantis (hall be read, 165 

Or the fmall pillow grace a Lady 's- bed, 
While vifits fliall be paid on foleain days, 
When numerous wax-lights in bright order blaze, 
While nymphs take treats, or affignations give, 1 69 
So long my honour, name, and praife (hall live I 
What Time would fpare, from Steel receives its date, 
And monuments like men fubmit to fate ! 



Ver. 165. Atalantis] A famous book written about that 
time by a woman : full of Court, and Party -fcandal: and in a 
loofe effeminacy of ftyJe and fentiment, which well fuited the 
debauched taAe of the better vulgar. 

Imitations. 

Vf.r. 163, 170. 
Dum juga montis aper, fluvios dum pifcis amabit, 
Semper hones, nomenque tuum, laudefque x&anebunt.. Virg- 
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teel could the labour of the Gods deftroy, 

ind flrike to duft th' imperial towVs of Troy ; 

teel could the works of mortal pride confound, 1 75 

Lnd hew triumphal arches to' the ground. 

Phat wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hairs mould 

feel 
"he conqu'ring force of unrefifted Heel ? 

Imitations. 

Ver. 177. 

Ille quoque cverfus mons eft, etc. 

Quid faciant crines, cum ferro tali a cedant ? 

Catull. de com. Berenices, 



Vol. I. M 
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CANTO rv. 

BUT anxious cares the penfivanymph og 
And fecret paffions laboured in her fare 
Not youthful kings in battle feiafd alive, 
Not fcoraful virgins who their charms fundi 
Not trdent lovers robb'd of all their blifi, 
Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs, 
Not tyrants fierce that nnrepenting die, 
Not Cynthia when her xnantean's pinh'd aw 
E'er felt fuch rage, refentment, and defpair, 
As thou, fad Virgin f for thy ravifh'd Hair. 
For, that fad moment, when the Sylphs wi 
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Vai iations, 
Vi*. xi. For, that fad moment, etc.] All the lines fr 
to the 94th verfe that defcribe the houfe of Spleen a 
the firft Edition j inftead of them followed only thefe, 
v While her rack'd Soul repofe and peace requires, 
The fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fires. 
And continued at the 94th Verfe of this Canto. 

Imitat ions. 
Ysr. 1. At regina gravi, etc. Virg. A 
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Umbriel, a dufky, melancholy fprite, 
As ever fully'd the fair face of light, 
Down to the central earth, his proper fcene, 1 5 
Repair'd to fearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen. 

Swift on his footy pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour reach'd the difmal dome. 
No chearful breeze this fullen region knows, 
The dreaded Eaft is all the wind that blows. 20 
Here in a grotto, fhelter'd clofe from air, 
And fcreen'd in fhades from day's detefted glare, 
She fighs for ever on her penfive bed, 
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 24 

Two handmaids wait the throne : alike in place, 
But differing far in figure and in face. 
Here flood 111- nature like an ancient maid, 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd ; 
With (lore of pray'rs, for mornings, nights, and 

noons, 
Her hand is filled ; her bofom with lampoons. 30 

There Affectation, with a fickly mien, 
Shows in her cheek the rofes of eighteen, 
Praftis'd to lifp, and hang the head afide, 
Faints into airs, and languifhes with pride, 
On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, 35 

Wrapt in a gown, for ficknefs, and for fhow. 
The fair-ones feel fuch maladies as thefe, 
When each new night-drefs gives a new difeafe. 

A conftant Vapour o'er the palace flies ; 
Strange phantoms rifing as the mifts arife ; 40 

M 2 
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Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted fhades, 
Or bright, as vifions of expiring maids. 
Now glaring fiends, and fnakes on rolling fpires, 
Pale fpe&res, gaping tombs, and purple fires : 
Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyfian fcenes, 45 

And cryftal domes, and Angels in machines. 

Unnumber'd throngs on ev'ry fide are feen, 
Of bodies changed to various forms by Spleen. 
Here living Tea-pots (land, one arm held oat, 
One bent ; the handle this, and that the {pout : 50 
A Pipkin there, like Homer's Tripod walks ; 
Here fighs a Jar, and there a Goofe-pye talks ; 
Men prove with child, as pow'rful fancy works, 
And maids turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe paft the Gnome thro' this fantaftic band, 55 
A branch of healing Spleenwort in his hand. 

Ver. 4.1: Dreadful as hermits dreams in haunted Jhades, Or 
bright as vifions of expiring maids.] The poet by this compa- 
rifon would infinuate, that the temptations of the mortified re- 
clufes in the Church of Rome, and the extatic vifions of their 
female faints were as much the eftefts of hypochondriac difor- 
ders, the Spleen, or, what was then the fashionable word, the 
Vapours, as any of the imaginary transformations he fpeaks cf 
afterwards. 

Imitations. 

Ver. 51. KomcSs Tripod walks;] See Horn. Iliad xviii. of 
Vulcan's walking Tripods. 

Ver. 52. and there a Goofc-pye talks.] Alludes to a real fa#, 
a Lady of djilinclion imagined herfelf in this condition. 
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'hen thus addrefs'd the pow>— Hail wayward 

Queen f 
v*ho rule the fex to fifty from fifteen : 
arent of vapours and of female wit, 
Vho give th' hyfteric, or poetic fit, 60 

)n various tempers aft by various ways, 
dake fome take phyfic, others fcribble plays ; 
Vho caufe the proud their vifits to delay, 
\nd fend the godly in a pet to pray. 
i nymph there is, that all thy pow'r difdains, 65 
Uid thoufands more in equal mirth maintains. 
Jut oh ! if e'er thy Gnome could fpoil a grace, 
)r raife a pimple on a beauteous face, 
.Jke Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame, 
)r change complexions at a lofing game ; 70 

f e'er with airy horns I planted heads, 
3r rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 
Dr caus'd fufpicion when no foul was rude, 
3r difcompos'd the head-drefs of a Prude, 
Or e'er to coftive lap-dog gave difeafe, 75 

Which not the tears of brighteft eyes could eafe : 
Eiear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin, 
That fingle aft gives half the world the fpleen. 

The Goddefs with a difcontented air 
Seems to rejeft him, tho' me grants his prayV. 80 
A wond'rous Bag with both her hands me binds, 
Like that where once Ulyfles held the winds j 
There me collefts the force of female lungs, 
Sighs, fobs, and paffions, and the war of tongues. 
M 3 
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A Vial next fhe £11* with feinting fears, 
Soft forrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears. 
The Gnome if joking bean her gifts away, . 
Spreads his black wings, and flowiy mounts to diq 
Sunk in Thaleftris'arms the nymph he found, 
Her eyes dejected and her hair unbound. 
Full o-er their heads the fwclling bag he rent, 
And all the Furies ifiVd at the vent 
Belinda burns with more than mortal ire, 
And fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fire. 
O wretched maid! (he fpread her hands, and ay 1 
(While Hampton's echoes. Wretched maid I reply 1 
Was it for this you took tach confiant care 
The bodkin, comb, and euence to prepare ? 
For this your locks in paper-durance bound, 
For this with tort'ring irons wrtath'd around ? i 
For this with fillets ftrain'd your tender head, 
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ? 
Gods ! ftiall the raviiher difplay your hair, 
While the Fops envy, and the Ladies flare ! 
Honour forbid f at whofe unrivaTd fhrine i 

Eafe, pleafure, virtue, all our fex refign. 
Methinks already I your tears furvey, 
Already hear the horrid things they fay, 
Already fee you a degraded toaft, 
And all your honour in a whifper loft ! i 

How ihall I, then, your helplefs fame defend ? 
'Twill then be infamy to feem your friend I 
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And (hall this prize, th' ineftimable prize, 

Expos'd thro' cryftal to the gazing eyes, 

And heighten'd by the diamond's circling rays, 1 1 5 

On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ! 

Sooner fliall gra& in Hyde-park Circus grow, 

And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow ; 

Sooner let earth, air, fea, to Chaos fall, 

Men, monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, periih all ! 1 20 

She faid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs : 
(Sir Plume of amber fnurF-box juftly vain, 
And the nice conduct of a clouded cane) 
With earned eyes, and round unthinking face, 125 
He firft the fnufF-box open'd, then the cafe -, 
And thus broke out — " My Lord, why, what the 

" devil? 
" Z — ds ! damn the lock ! 'fore Gad, you muft be 

" civil! 
" Plague on't ! 'tis paft a jeft — nay prithee, pox ! 
" Give her the hair' 1 — he fpoke, and rapp'd his box- 
It grieves me much (reply 'd the Peer again) 131 
Who fpeaks fo well fhould ever fpeak in vain. 
But by this Lock, this facred Lock I fwear, 
(Which never more fhall join its parted hair j 
Which never more its honours fhall renew, 135 
Clip'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 

Imit at ions. 

Ver. 133. But by tbitLock,'] In allufion to Achilla's oath 
in Homer, U. i. 

M 4 



He breaks the Vial whence the iorrows flow 
Then fee ! the nymph in beauteous grief apj 
Her eyes half-languifliing, half- drown'd in t 
On her heav'd bofom hung her drooping he: 
Which, with a figh, (he rais'd ; and thus {he 

For ever curs'd be this detefted day, 
Wl*ich fnatcVd my beft, my fav'rite curl aw 
Happy ! ah ten times happy had I been, 
Jf Hampton- Court thefe eyes had never feen 
Yet am not I the firft miflaken maid ; 
By love of Courts to numVous ills betray \L 
Oh had I rather un-admir'd remain'd 
In forne lone ifle, or diftant Northern land ; 
Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way 
Where none learn Ombre, none e'er tafle Be 
There kept my charms concealed from morta 
Like rofes, that in deferts bloom and die. 
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What mov'd my mind with youthful Lords to roam ? 
O had I ftay'd, and faid my pray'rs at home f 160 
'Twas this, the morning omens feem'd to tell, 
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell; 
The tott'ring China (hook without a wind, 
Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was mod unkind f 
A Sylph too warn'd me of the threats of fate, 165 
In myftic vifions, now believ'd too late ! 
See the poor remnants of thefe flighted hairs f 
My hands (hall rend what ev'n thy rapine fpares : 
Thefe in two fable ringlets taught to break, 
Once gave new beauties to the fnowy neck ; 1 70 
The filler- lock now fits uncouth, alone, 
And in its fellow's fate forefees its own ; 
Uncurl'd it hangs, the fatal (heers demands, 
And tempts, once more, thy facrilegious hands. 
Oh hadft thou, cruel ! been content to feize 1 75 
Hairs lcfs in fight, or any hairs but thefe ! 
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CANTO V, 

SH E faid : the pitying audience melt in tear! 
But Fate aud Jove had ftoppM the Baron's t 
In vain Thaleftris with reproach aiTails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails! 
Not half fa fLxM the Trojan could remain, 
While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vaia. 
Then grave Clarifla graceful wavM her fan; 
Silence enfuM, and thus the nymph began. 

Say why are Beauties prais'd and honourM mc 
The wife man's paffion, and the vain man's toal 
Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford, 
Why Angels call'd, and Angel dike ador'd ? 
Why round our coaches croud the white-glo 1 

Beaux, 
Why bows the fide -box from its inmoft rows ? 

V AR I AT ION S. 

Ver. 7. Tien grave C/ariJ'a, etc.'] A new Chara£ter ii 
<iuced in the fubiequcnt Editions, to open more dcarlj 
Moral of the Poem, in a parody of the fpeech of Sarped 
Chucus in Homer, 
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How vain are all thcfc glories, all our pains, 1 5 
Unlefs good fenfe preferve what beauty gains : 
That men may fay, when we the front box grace, 
Behold the firft in virtue as in face ! 
Oh I if to dance all night, and drefs all day, 
Charm 'd the fmall-pox, or chas'd old-age away; 20 
Who would not fcorn what houfewife's cares pro- 
duce, 
Or who would learn one earthly thing of ufe ? 
To patch, nay ogle, might become a Saint, 
Nor could it fure be fuch a fin to paint. 
But fince, alas ! frail beauty mufl decay, 25 

Curl'd or uncurl'd, fince Locks will turn to grey ; 
Since painted, or not painted, all fhall fade, 
And (he who fcorns a man, mufl die a maid ; 
What then remains but well our powV to ufe, 
And keep good-humour ftill whatever we lofe ? 30 
And truft me, dear ! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and fcrearas, and fcolding 

fail. 
Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll ; 
Charms ftrike the fight, but merit wins the foul. 

So fpoke the Dame, but no applaufe enfu'd ; 35; 
Belinda frown'd, Thalefixis call'd her Prude. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 35. So fpoke the Dame,] It is a verfe frequently re- 
peated in Homer after any fpecch, 

So fpoke— and all the Heroes applauded. 



And bafe and treble voices ftrike the ikies. 
No common weapons in their hands are fooi 
Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wc 

So when bold Homer makes the Gods engj 
And heav'nly breads with human paflions ra 
'Gainft Pallas, Mars ; Latona, Hermes arms 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms : 
Jove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all ar 
Blue Neptune ftorms, the bellowing deeps re 
Earth (hakes her noddingtowYs, the ground giv 
And the pale ghofts ftart at the flafli of day I 

Triumphant Umbriel on a fconce's height 
Clap'd his glad wings, and fate to view the 

Vcs. 45. So when hoi J Homer"] Homer, II. xx. 

Vari A TIOMS. 
Vrr, 37. To armt, to arms!] From hence the firfl 
goes on to the Conclufion, except a very few ihort i 
added, to keep the Machinery in view to the end of the 

vr . tf • . 1 . r: ; • n rr»u . e. e ir 
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Prop*d on their bodkin fpears, the Sprites furvey 55 
The growing combat, or aflift the fray. 

While thro' the prefs enrag'd«Thaleftris flies, 
And fcatters death around from both her eyes* 
A Beau and Witling perifh'd in the throng, 
One dy'd in metaphor, and one in fong. 60 

" O cruel nymph ! a living death I bear, 
Cry'd Dapperwit, and funk befide his chair. 
A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caft, 
" Thofe eyes are made fo killing — was his laft. 
Thus on Maeander's flow'ry margin lies 65 

Th' expiring Swan, and as he fmgs he dies. 

When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clarifla down, 
Chloe fteppM in, and kill'd him with a frown : 
She fmil'd to fee the doughty hero flain, 
But, at her fmile, the Beau revived again. 70 

Now Jove fufpends his golden fcales in air, 
Weighs the Men's wits againfl the Lady's hair ; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide ; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs fubfide. 

* Ver. 71. Now Jovt etc J] Vid. Homer II. viii. and Virg. 
JEn. XiL 

Imitations. 
Ver. 64. Ttofe eyes are made ft killing] The words of a Song 
in the Opera of Camilla. 

Ver. 65. Thus on Maander 's Jlonu 'ry margin ties] 
Sic ubi fata vocant, udis abje&us in herbis, 

Ad vada M*andri condnit albui olcr. Ov. Ep« 

4 
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See fierce Belmd* on the fiwttrflio, 75 

'With more than uftal lightning ia her eyes : 
Nor faur'd the Chief tK onepelfifeht to try, 
Who fought no more dun on hit fee to die. ! 

But this bold Lord with manly fetngth endn*d, 
Shcwithonefiiigrrendathum^ibbdo^: So 

Jnft where the braith of life his noftrils drew, 
A charge of fhuff the wily virgin throw* . 
The Gnomes diieO, to ev'ryatom jaft» 
The pungent grains of titillating daft. 
Sadden, with mvting tears each eye outflows, B{ 
And the high dome re-echoes to hit nofe. 
Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry'd, 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide. 
{The fame, his ancient pcrfonage to deck, 
Her great great grandfire wore about his seek, 90 
In three feal-rings j which after, melted down, 
Form'd a vaft buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandame's whittle next it grew, 
The bells (he gingled, and the whittle blew ; 
Then in a bodkin grae'd her mother's hairs, 9$ 
Which long fhe wore, and now Belinda wears.) 

Imitations. 

Ver. 83. The Gnomes direH,] Thefe two lines added for the 
above reafon. 

Ver. 89. The fame, bis ancient pcrfonage to deck,] In imita- 
tion of the progrefs of Agamemnon's fceptre in Homer, IL ii # 



! 
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Boaft not my fall (he cry'd) infulting foe I 
Thou by fome other fhalt be laid as low. 
Nor think, to die dejefts my lofty mind ; 
All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 109 

Rather than fo> ah let me ftill furvive, 
And burn in Cupid's flames — but burn alive. 

Reftore the Lock ! lhe cries ; and all around 
Reftore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound. 
Not fierce Othello in fo loud a ftrain 105 

Roar'd for the handkerchief that caus'd his pain. 
But fee how oft ambitious aims are crofs'd, 
And chiefs contend till all the prize is loft / 
The Lock, obtain'd with guilt, and kept with pain, 
In ev'ry place is fought, but fought in vain : no 
With fuch a prize no mortal mull be bleft, 
So heav'n decrees ! with heav'n who can conteft ? 

Some thought it mounted to the Lunar fphere, 
Since all things loft on earth are treafur'd there. 
There Hero's wits are kept in pond'rous vafes, 1 1 5 
And Beau's in fnuff- boxes and tweezer- cafes. 
There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found, 
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound, 
The courtier's promifes, and fick man's pray'rs, 
The fmiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 1 20 
Cages for gnats, and chains to yoak a flea, 
Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of cafuiftry . 

1 14. Sine* all things loft] Vid. Ariofto, Canto xxxiT. 
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But truft the Mufe — fhe faw it upward rife, 
Tho' marked by none but quick, poetic eyes : 
• (So Rome's great founder to the heavens withdrew, 
To Proculus alone confefs*d in view) 1 26 

A fudden Star, it {hot thro' liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice's Locks iirft rofe Co bright, 
The heav'ns befpangling with difheveTd light. 130 
The Sylphs behold it kindling as it flies, 
And pleased purfue its progrefs thro T the ikies. 

This the Beau mondc {hall from the MaD furve 
And hail with innfic its propitious ray. 
This the bleil Lover fhmli for Venus take, 135 

And fend up vows from Rofamonda*s lake. 
This Partridge foon fliall view in cloudlefs ikies, 
When next he looks thro 1 Galitxo's eyes j 
And hence rV egregious wizard fhall forcdocm 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Roriie. 140 

Vck. 137. Tbis Partridge fiou] John partridge was a ridicu- 
lous Star-ga2er, who in his Almanacks every year never faiTd 
to predict the downfall of the Pope, and the King of France, 
then at war With the Englifh. 

Variations 
Ver. 131. The Sylpbs heboid] Thefe two lines added for the 
fame reafori to keep in view the Machinery of the Poem. 

Imitations. 
Ver. 128. 
Flammiferumque trahens fpatiofb limite crinetn 
Stella micat. Ovid. 
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Then ceafe, bright Nymph I to mourn thy ra- 
vifti'd hair, 
Which adds new glory to the mining fphere ! 
Not all the treffes that fair head can boaft, 
Shall draw fuch envy as the Lock you loll. 
For, after all the murders of your eye, 145 

When, after millions flain, yourfdf fhall die ; 
When thofe fair funs fhall fet, as fet they muft, 
And all thofe treffes fhall be laid in duft, 
This Lock, the Mufe fhall confecrate to fame, 
And 'midft the ftars inferibe Belinda's name. 1 50 
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ELEGY 

To the Memory of an 

UNFORTUNATE LADY 



WHAT bcck'ning ghoft, along the moc 
light fliade 
Invites my ftcps, and points to yonder glade ? 
'Tis fhe ! — but why that bleeding bofom gor'd, 
Why dimly gleams the vifionary fword ? 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell, 
Is it, in heav'n, a crime to love too well ? 
To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 
To aft a Lover's or a Roman's part ? 
is there no bright reverfion in the Iky, 
i ; or thofc who greatly think, or bravely die ? 

Why bade ye elfe, ye pow'rs f her foul afpirc 
Above the vulgar flight of low defire ? 
Ambition firft fprung from your bled abodes ; 
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods : 

a See the Duke of Buckingham's verfes to a Lady defign 
to retire into a Monaftery compared with Mr. Pope's Letters 
fevcral Ladies, p. 206. quarto Edition. She feems to be 1 
•jme pcrfcr. whofe unfortunate death is thcfubjecl of this poei 
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Thence to their images on earth it flows, 1 5 

And in the breads of Kings and Heroes glows. 
Mod fouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull fullen pris'ners in the body's cage : 
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years 
Ufelefs, unfeen, as lamps in fcpulchrcs 5 20 

Like Eaflern Kings a lazy (late they keep, 
And clofe confin'd to their own palace fleep. 

From thefe perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate fnatch*d her early to the pitying fky. 
As into air the purer fpirits flow, 25 

And fepVate from their kindred dregs below ; 
So flew the foul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her Race. 

But thou, falfe guardian of a charge too good, . 
Thou, mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 30 
See on thefe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thefe cheeks now fading at the blaft of death ; 
Cold is that bread which waraTd the world before, 
And thofe love-darting eyes muil roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal juftice rules the ball, 3 5 

Thus (hall your wives, and thus your children fall : 
On all the line a fudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent herfes fhall befiege your gates. 
There paflengers fhall Hand and pointing fay, 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 40 
Lo thefe were they, whofe fouls the Furies fleel'd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
N 2 
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Thus unlamented pafs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of * day f 
So periih all, whofe breaft ne'er learned to gkw 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 

What can atone (oh ever*injur'd Jhadc J ) 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domefbc tear 
Pkas'd thy pale ghoft, or grae'd thy mournful 1 
By foreign lands thy dying eyes were dos'd, 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs cDmposM, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adgrn'd, 
By ftrangers honour'd, and by Grangers moutn\ 
What tho* no friends in fable weeds appear, 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a yeai 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public (how ? 
What tho' no weeping Loves thy afhes grace, 
Nor poliftfd marble emulate thy face ? 
What tho' no facred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb ? 
Yet fhall thy grave with rifing flow'rs be dreft^ 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy bread : 
There fhall the morn her earlieft tears beftow, 
There the firft rofes of the year (hall blow ; 
While Angels with their fdver wings o'erfhade 
The ground now facred by thy.reliques made. 

So peaceful refts without a ftone a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 

2 
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How lov'd, how honoured once, avails thee not, 

To whom related, or by whom begot; 

A heap of dull alone remains of thee, 

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud fhall be ! 74 

Poets themfelves muft fall like thofe they fung, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whofe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall fhortly want the genVous tear he pays ; 
Then from his doling eyes thy form mall part, 
And the laft pang fhall tear thee from his heart, 80 
Life's idle bufinefs at one gafp be o'er, 
The MufeVorgot, and thou belov'd no more ! 
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PROLOGUE 

T O 

Mr. ADDISON's Tragedy 

O F 

CAT O. 



TO wake the foul by tender ftrokes of art, 
To raife the genius, and to mend the heart; 
To make mankind, in confeicus virtue bold, 
Live o'er each fcene, and he what they behold : 
Tor this the Tragic Mufe firft trod the ilage, 5 

Commanding tears to ilream thro 1 ev'ry a^e ; 
r I yran:s no more their favage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder 'd how they wept. 
Our author ihuns by vulgar fprings to move 
The hero's giory, cr the virgin's love ; 10 

Jn pitying Love, we but cur wcaknefs fiiow, 
And wild Ambition well deferves its woe. 
Here tears mail flow from a more genVcus caufe, 
Such tears as Patriots ftied for dying Laws : 
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He bids your breaft with ancient ardour rifr, 1 5 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britifh eyes. 
Virtue Confefs'd in human ftiape he draws, 
What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was : 
No common object to your fight difplays, 
Eut what with pleafure Heav'n itfclf furveys, 20 
A brave man fhuggling in the ftorms of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling flate. 
While Cato gives his little Senate laws, 
What bofom beats not in his Country's caufe ? 
Who fees him aft, but envies evVy deed ? 2 j 

Who hears him groan, and does not wifh to bleed ? 
Ev'n when proud Caefar 'midfl triumphal cars, 
The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Jgnobly vain and impotently great, 
Show'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in flate ; 30 
As her dead Father's rev'rend image paft, 
The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaft ; 
The Triumph ceas'd, tears gufh'd from cvVy eye ; 
The World's great Vi&or pafs'd unheeded by ; 
Her lafl good man dejected Rome ador'd, 35 

And honour'd Caefar's lefs than Cato's fword. 

Britons, attend : be worth like this approv'd, 
And fhow, you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
With honeft fcorn the firft fam'd Cato view'd 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom fhe fubda'd ; 
Your fcene precarioufly fubfifts too long 41 

On French tranilation, and Italian fong. 
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Dare to have fenfe yourfelves ; aflert the flage, 
Be juftly warned with your own native rage : 
Such Plays alone fhould win a Britifh ear, 45 

As Cato's felfhadnotdifdain'dto hear. 



E P I L O G U E 

T O 

Mr. Rowe's JANE SHORE. 

Defign'd for Mrs. Oldfield. 

PRodigious this ! the FraiUone of our Play 
From her own Sex mould mercy find to day J 
You might have held the pretty head afide, 
Peep'd in your fans, been ferious, thus, and cry'd, 
The Play may pafs — but that ftrange creature,Shore, 
I can't — indeed now — I fo hate a whore — 6 

Juft as a blockhead rubs his thoughtlefs fkull, 
And thanks his ftars he was not born a fool ; 
So from a fitter {inner you {hall hear, 
" How ftrangely you expofe yonrfel£ my dear ?" 
But let me die, all raillery apart, 1 1 

Our fex are ftill forgiving at their heart ; 
And, did not wicked cuftom fo contrive, 
We'd be the beft, good-natur'd things alive. 

There are, 'tis true, who tell another tale, 15 
That virtuous ladies envy while they rail ; 

Vol. I. O 
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Such rage without betrays the fire within ; 
In fome clofc corner of the foul, they fin; 
Still hoarding up moil fcandaloofly nice, 
Amidft their virtues a referve of vice. 20 

The godly dame, who fleflily failings damns, 
Scolds with her maid, or with her chaplain crams. 
Would you enjoy foft nights and folid dinners ? 
Faith, gallants, board with faints, and bed with 
finners. 
Well, if our Author in the Wife offends, 2$ 

He has a Hufband that will make amends : 
He draws him gentle, tender, and forgiving, 
And fure fuch kind good creatures may be living. 
In days of old, they pardon'd breach of vows, 
Stern Cato's felf was no relendefs fpoufe : 30 

Plu--Flutarch, what's his name, that writes his life ? 
Tells us, that Cato dearly lov'd his Wife : 
Vet if a friend, a night or fo, mould need her, 
He'd recommend her as a fpecial breeder.* 
To lend a wife, few here would fcruple make, 35 
But, pray, which of you all would take her back ? 
Tho' with the Stoic Chief our ftage may ring, 
The Stoic Hufband was the glorious tiling. 
The man had courage, was a fage, 'tis true, 
And lov'd his country — but what's that to you ? 40 
Thofe ftrange examples ne'er were made to fit ye, 
But the kind cuckold might initrutt the City: 
There, many an honeit man may copy Cato, 
Who ne'er law naked fword, or look'd in Plato. 
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If, after all, you think it a difgrace, 45 

That Edward's Mifs thus perks it in your face : 
To fee a piece of failing flefti and blood, 
In all the reft fo impudently good ; 
Faith, let the modeft Matrons of the town 49 

Come here in crouds and flare the (trumpet down. 
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